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A  V. 


MADAM,  ^ 

'•  t  irV^MV  IWV*  l  .  •  ' 

AL  L  Authors  whatever  in  their  Dedications  are  Poets  ;  hut  1  am 

now  to  Write  to  a  Lady %  who  flands  as  little  in  need  of  Flattery , 
as  her  Beauty  of  Art ;  otherwife,  I  fhou'd  prove  as  ill  a  Poet  to 
her  in  my  Dedication,  as  to  my  Reader  in  my  Play  ;  I  can  do  your 
Grace  no  Honour,  nor  niake  you  more  Admirers  than  you  have  already  ;  yet 
1 can  do  my  ft  If the  honour  to  let  the  World  know  ,  I  am  the  greatefi  you 
have ;  you  will  Pardon  me,  Madam,  for  you  know  ,  ' tis  very  hard  for  a  new 
Author ,  and  Poet  too,  to  govern  his  Ambition  ;  for  Poets,  let  them  paj£ 
in  the  World  never  fo  much,  for  mo  deft,  honefi  Men  ,  but  begin  praife  to 
others ,  which  concludes  in  themfelves  ;  and  are  like  Rooks,  who  lend  People 
money,  but  to  win  it  back  again ,  and  fo  leave  them  in  debt  to  'em  for  no¬ 
thing  ;  they  ojfer  Laurel  and  Incenfe  to  their  Hero's, but  wear  it  themfelves , 
and  perfume  themfelves .  This  is  true ,  Madam,  upon  the  honefi  word  of  an 
Author ,  who  never  yet  writ  Dedication  ;  yet  though  I  cannot  lye  like  them , 
I  am  as  vain  as  they,  and  cannot  but  publtckly  give  your  Grace  my  humble 
acknowledgments  for  the  Favours  I  have  receiv'd  from  you  :  This,  I  fay,  is 
the  Poet's  Gratitude ,  which  in  plain  Englijh  ,  is  only  Pride  and  Ambition  ; 
and  that  the  World  might  know  your  Grace  did  me  the  honour  to  fee  my  Play 
twice  together  ;  yet  perhaps  my  Enviers  of  your  Favour  will  fuggefl ' twas  in 
Lent,  and  therefore  for  your  Mortification then,  as  a  jealous  Author,  lam 
concerned  not  to  have  your  Grace's  Favours  lejfien'd ,  or  rather  my  reputation  ; 
and  to  let  them  know 9  you  were  pleas'd,  after  that,  to  command  a  Copy  from 
me  of  this  Play ;  the  way  without  Beauty  andWit ,  to  win  a  poor  Poet's  heart , 
'Tis  a  fign  your  Grace  underfiands  nothing  bet  ter, than  obliging  all  the  World, 
after  the  befi  andmoft  proper  manner  ;  But,  Madam,  to  be  obliging  to  that 
excefs  as  you  are,  (Pardon  me,  if  I  tell  you,  out  of  my  ext  re  am  concern,  and 

A  2  .  in  vice 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 


fey  vice  for  your  Grace')  is  a  dangerous  quality  y  and  may  be  very  incommode 
to  you  \  for  Civility  makes  Poets,  as:  ifoublfffin  \>  as  Charity  makes  Beggars  ; 
and  your  Grace  will  be  hereafter  as  much  pefiePd  with  fuels  feurvy  Offerings  as 
this ,  Poems-y  Panegyricks ,  and  the  like ,  as  you  are  now  with  Petitions :  Andy 
Madam ,  take  it  from  me  ?  no  Man  with  Papers  in's  hand,  is^  more  dreadful 
than  a  Poet ,  no,  not  a  Lawyer  with  iHj  Declarations ;  Tour  Grace  fure  did 
not  well  confider  what  you  did,  in  j ending  for  my  Play ;  you  little  thought  I 
woo'd  have  had  the  confidence  to  fend  ryopi  vt  Dedication  too  r  But ,  Madam 9 
you  find  /  am  as  unreasonable, and  have  is  little  Conficienceyas  if  I  had  driven 


lay 

a  care  for  the  future ,  take  ray  Counfel ,  and  be  (if you  can  p'offible )  as  proudf 
and  ill-natuPdy  as  other  People  of  Quality ,  fince  your  quiet  is  fo  much  con - 
cern'dy  and  fince  you  have  more  reafion  than  any,  to  value  your  ft  If  j  foryyou 
have  that  perfection  of  Beauty  (without  thinking  it  fo)  which  others  of  your 
Sexy  but  think  they  have  ;  that  Generofity  in  yotir  Allions;  which  others 
of  your  Quality,  have  only  in  their  Promt  fie  s  ;  that  Spirit r  Wit ,  andjudg - 

•VVl  &  f-  A  nil  no*-  n  /t  1 »  fi /•  /9  f  -t  r\<si  9  r- ■  fr  fr  Ir-Ttoi^s-p  <•  +  S\  tli'Tfi'yi/i  rtl/tsl  /f  m// 


of  People  than  they  are.  In  Fine  y  fpeaktngcthm'of  your  Grace,  If  hon'd- 
pleafe  all  the  World  but  you-  j  therefore  I  muff  once ■  obfetve r  and  obey  ' you- 

again  fit  my  wilf  and  fay  no  morty  •  than  that,  lam* 

'  ■  \  smi  'A  A  L.h  V*  '?\v 


MADAM,  ^ 
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Your  Graced  ■  ,  ■ 

Moll  Obliged;  and  moil 

humble  Servant, 


WILLIAM  WTCHERLET. 


CVftom ,  which  bids  the  Thief  from  Cart  Harangue,  ? 

All  thofe  that  come  to  make ,  and  fee  him  hang* 

Wills  the  damn'd  Poet  ( though  he  knows  he's  gone ) 

To  greet  you,  e'er  his  Execution. 

Not  having  fear  of  Critick  'fore  his  eyes, 

But  fill  rejecting  wholfome ,  good  advice > 

He  e'en  is  come  to  fuffer  here  to  day, 

For  counterfeiting  fas  you  judged  a.-PldyW 
Which  is  againfi  dread  Phoebus  highefl  treafon. 

Damn'd  damning  Judges,  therefore  you  have  reafon  ; 

Tou  he  do's mean,  who  for- the  fe  If  fame  fault, 

That  damning  Privilege  of  yours  have  bought  ; 

So  the  huge  Bankers  when  they  needs  mufi  fail, 

Send  the  jmall  Brothers  of  their  trade  to  Goal ; 

Whilf  they  by  breaking  Gentlemen,  are  made. 

Then  more  than  any,  jcorn  poor  men  o'  th '  trade  ; 

Tou  hardn'd  Renegade  Poets,  who 

Treat  Riming  Brother,  worfe  than  Turk  wou'd  do ; 

But  vent  your  Heathenijh  rage,  hang,  draw,  and*  quarter^ 
His  Mufe  will  dye  to  day  a  fleering  Martyr  \ 

Since  for  ball'd  Jeft,  dull' Libel,  or  Lampoon, 

There  are  who  fuffer  perfection , 

With  the  undaunted  brisknefl  of  Buffoon * 

And  flricl  Profeffors  live  of  Raillery ,  N 
Defying  Porters-  Lodge,  or  Pillory  : 

For  thofe  who  yet  write  on  our  Poets  fate,  , 

Shots' d  as  Co-fujferers  commiferate  ;  . 

But  he  in  vain  their  pity  now  wou'd  crave , 

Who  for  themf elves  (alas)  no  pity  have, 

And  their  own  gaffing  credit  will  not  five  ; 

And  thofe ,  much  lefs,  our  Criminal  wou'd  (fare,  f 
Who  ne'er  in  Rhyme  trangrefl,  (if  fuch  there  are).  > 

Well  then,  who  nothing  hopes,  needs  nothing  fear  -3 
And  he,  before  your  cruel  Votes  J hall  do  it,  , 

By  his  dejpair ,  declares  himfelf  no  Poet , 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

TV/f" r.  Hart.  Mr.  Ranger, 

IViMr.  B^/4  Mr.  Vincent,  >Young  Gentlemen  of  the  Town, 
Mr.  KjnnaJlon.  Mr.  Valentine,  3  \ 

Mr.  Lacy.  Alderman  Gripe,  feemingly  precife ,  but  a  covetous, 

leacherous,  old  Ufurer  of  the  City, 

Mr.  Winterfell .  Sir  Simon  Addleplot,  a  Coxcomb,  always  in  purfuit 

of  Women  of  great  Fortunes. 

Mr.  Mohun.  Mr.  Dappenvit ,  a  brisk  conceited,  half-witted  Fel¬ 
low  of  the  Town.  \ 

WOMEN. 

Mrs.  Boutell.  Chrijlina ,  Valentine's  Miftrefs.  y  . 

Mrs.  Betty  Cox.  Lydia,  Ranger's  Miftrefs., 

Mrs.  Kjiepp.  My  Lady  Flippant,  Gripe's  Sifter,  an  affeQed  Widow, 

in  diftrefsfor  a  Husband ,  though  ftill  declaiming 
againft  Marriage. 

Mrs.  Martha ,  Gripe's  Daughter. 

Mrs.  Joyner ,  a  Match-maker,  or  precife  City-Bawd. 
Mrs.  Crofibite ,  an  old  cheating  Jilt,  apcFBawd  to  her 
Daughter.  ^  v 

Mrs.  Betty  Slade.  Mils  Lucy ,  her  Daughter. 

Mrs.  James.  Ifabel,  Chrifiina's  Woman. 

Mrs.  Gartr eight.  Leonore ,  Servant  to  Lydia. 

f 

Cr  of  bite's  Landlord,  and  his  Prentices,  Servants,  Waiters,  and 
other  Attendants. 

The  Scene  L  ON  DO  N. 


Mrs.  Farlorve. 
Mrs.  Cory. 
Mrs.  Rutter. 
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ACT  I.  SCENE  I, 

GripeV  Houfe  in  the  Evening. 


Enter  My  Lady  Flippant,,  Mrs.  Joyner, 

OT  a  Husband  to  be  had  for  money. 

Come,  come,  I  might  have  been  a  better  Houfe-Wife  for  my 
felf  (as  the  World  goes  now,)  if  I  had  dealt  for  an  Heir  with 
his  Guardian,  Uncle,  or  Mother-in-Law  •  and  you  are  no  bet¬ 
ter  than  a  Choufe,  a  Cheat. 

Joyn.  I  a  Cheat,  Madam. 

Flip.  I  am  out  of  my  Money,  and  my  Patience  too. 

Joyn.  Do  not  run  out  of  your  Patience  whatever  you  do, 

’Tis  a  neceffary  virtue  for  a  Widow  without 
A  Joynture  in  truly. 

Flip.  Vile  Woman,  though  my  Fortune  be  Something 
Waited,  my  Perfon’s  in  good  repair  *, 

If  I  had  not  depended  on  you,  I  had  had  a  Husband 
Before  this  time  -r  when  I  gave  you  the  laft  five  pound, 

Did  not  you  promife  I  Ihould  be  Marryed  by  Chriltmafs. 

Joyn.  And  had  kept  my  promife  if  you  had  Cooperated, 

Flip.  Cooperated,  what  fhould  I  have  done  ? 

’Tis  well  known  no  Woman  breathing  could  ufe  more 
Indultry  to  get  her  a  Husband  than  I  have  ^ 

Has  not  my  Husband’s  Scutcheon  walk’d  as  much  ground  i 

•  As* 


2  Love  in  a  Wood,  Or, 

As  the  Citizens  Signs  fince  the  Fire, 

That  no  quarter  of  the  Town  might  be  ignorant 

Of  the  Widow  Flippant.  .......  . . , 

i.  Joyn.  ’Tis  well  known,  Madam,  indeed. 

Flip.  Have  I  not  own’d  my  felf  (againft  my 
Stomach)  the  Reiid  of  a  Citizen  to  credit  my  Fortune  ? 

Joyn.  *Tis  confeft,  Madam.  •  *  H 

Flip.  Have  I  not  conftantly  kept  Covent-Gar  den-Chuvch  ,  St.  Martin's  ,  the 
Play-Houfes  ,  Hide-? ark  ,  Mulberry -Gar den  ,  and  all  other  the  Publick  Marts 
where  Widows  and  Maids  are  expos’d  ? 

Joyn.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  think  you  have  an 
Averfion  to  ;a  Husband  ^ 

But  why  Madam  have  you  refus’d  fo  many  good  Offers  ? 

Flip.  Good  Offers,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  I’ll  be  fworn 
I  never  had  an  Offer  fince  my  late  Husband’s  ^  if  I  had  had  an  Offer, ^Ars.Joyner  ^ 
there’s  the  thing,  Mrs.  Joyner. 

Joyn.  Then  your  frequent,  and  publick  deteftation  of  ........ 

Marriage,  is  thought  real } 

And  if  you  have  had  no  Offer,  there’s  the  thing,  Madam. 

Flip.  I  cannot  deny,  but  I  always  rail  againft  Marriage 
Which  is  the  Widows  way  to  it  certainly. 

Joyn.  ’Tis  the  defperate  way  of  the  defperate 
Widows,  in  truly. 

Fljp.  Wou’d  you  have  us  as  tradable  as  the  Wenches  that  eat  Oatmeal ;  and 
fool’d  like  them  too.  , 

Joyn.  If  no  body  were  wifer  than  I,  I  fhould  think,  fince  the  Widow  wants 
the  natural  allurement  which  the  Virgin  has,  you  ought  to  give  men  all  other 
incouragements  in  truly. 

Flip.  Therefore  on  the  contrary, becaufe  the  Widow’s  Fortune(whether  fup- 
pos’d  or  real )  is  her  chiefeft  Bait,  the  more  chary  Hie  feems  of  it,  and  the  more 
fhe  withdraws  it,  the  more  eagerly  the  bufie  gaping  frye  will  bite :  with  us 
WidowsHusbands  are  gotlikeBifhopricks,by  faying  no^andl  tell  you,a  young 
Heir  is  as  fhie  of  a  Widow,  as  of  a  Rook,  to  my  knowledge. 

Joyn.  I  can  alledge  nothing  againft  your  pradice. 

But  your  ill  fuccefs  •  and  indeed  you  mu  ft  ufe 
Another  Method  with  Sir  Simon  Addleplot. 

Flip.  Will  he  be  at  your  Houfe  at  the  hour  ?  (• 

Joyn.  He’ll  be  there  by  ten,  ’tis  now  nine  :  v; 

!  warrant  you  he  will  not  fail. 

Flip.  I’ll  warrant  you  then  I  will  not  fail. 

For  ’tis  more  than  time  I  were  fped. 

Joyn.  Mr.  Dapper  wit  has  not  been  too  bufie  with  you,  I  hope,  your  experience 
has  taught  you  to  prevent  a  mifthance. 

Flip.  No,  no,  my  mifchance  (as  you  call  it)  is  greater  than  that }  I  have  but 
three  Months  to  reckon,  e’re-I  lye  down  with  my  Port  and  Equipage  -  andmuft 
be  delivered  of  a  Woman,  a  Foot-man  and  a  Coach-man.  For  my  Coach  muft^ 
down,  unlefs  1  can  get  Sir  Simon  to  draw  with  me, 

Joyn. 
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Joyn.  He  will  pair  with  you  exactly  if  you  knew  ail.  [  Aftde. 

Flip.  Ah,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  nothing  grieves  me  like  putting  down  my  Coach  ; 
for  the  fine  Cloaths,  the  fine  Lodgings ,  let  ’em  go  ^  for  a  Lodging  is  as  unne- 
ceflary  a  thing  to  a  Widow  that  has  a  Coach,  as  a  Hat  to  a  Man  that  has  a  good 
Peruque,  for  as  you  fee  about  Town  fhe  is  molt  properly  at  home  in  her  Coach, 
Ihe  eats,  and  drinks,  and  deeps  in  her  Coach  ^  and  for  her  V lilts  (he  receives 
them  in  the  Play-houfe. 

Joyn.  Ay,  ay,  let  the  Men  keep  Lodgings 
(  As  you  fay,  Madam )  if  they  will. 

f  Gripe  and  Sir  Simon  Addleplot  following  him  as  bvs  Man  in  the  Habit 
of  a  Clark  at  one  door ,  and  Mrs.  Martha  at  the  other. 

Flip.  Do  you  think  if  things  had  been  with  me  as  they  have  been,  I  would 
ever  have  hous’d  with  thisCounter-falhion  Brother  of  mine,  ("who  hates  a  Veft 
as  muchasaSurpliceJtohave  myPatchesalfaulted  every  day  ^  at  Dinner  my  Free¬ 
dom  cenfured,  and  my  Vifitantsfhut  out  of  Doors  poor  Mr.  Dapperwit  cannot 
be  admitted. 

Joyn.  He  knows  him  too  well  to  keep  his 
Acquaintance. 

Flip.  He  is  a  cenforious  rigid  Fop,  and  kflf&ws  nothing. 

Gripe .  So,  fo -  C Behind „ 

Joyn.  Is  he  here  ?  {Afide. 

To  my  Lady  Flip.3  Nay  with  your  Pardon,  Madam  ,  I  muft  contradict  you 
there.  He  is  a  prying  Common-Wealths-man  ,  an  implacable  Magiftrate,  a 
fturdy  Pillar  of  his  Caufe,  and - 

But  oh  me  is  your  Worfhip  fo  near  then  ?  If  I  had  {To  Gripe, 

Thought  you  had  heard  me. - • 

Gripe.  Why,  why,  Mrs.  Joyner , 

I  have  faid  as  much  of  my  felt  e’er  now, 

And  without  vanity,  I  profefs.  A 

Joyn.  I  know  your  Virtue  is  proof  again  ft  Vam-glory  ; 

But  the  truth  to  your  Face,  looks  like  flattery  in  your 
Worfhip’s  Servant. 

Gripe.  No,  no,  fay  what  you  will  of  me  in  that  kind, 

Far  be  it  from  me  to  fufpect  you  of  flattery. 

Joyn.  In  truly  your  Worihip  knows  your  felf. 

And  knows  me,  for  I  am  none  of  thofe-—~— - - 

Flip.  Now  they  are  in  — - -  {Ajidi\ 

Mrs.  Joyner ,  I’ll  go  before  to  your  Houle, 

You’ll  be  fure  to  come  after  me.  {Exit  Flippant, 

Joyn.  Immediately  but  as  I  was  faying, 

I  am  none  of  thofe- - 

Gripe.  No,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  you  cannot  few  Pillows 
Under  Folks  Elbows  •  you  cannot  hold  a  Candle  to  the  Dtvil  j 
You  cannot  tickle  a  Trout  to  fake  him,  you - 

Joyn.  Lord  how  well  you  do  know  me  indeed  ^ 

And  you  fhall  fee  I  know  your  Worihip  as  well, 

You  cannot  backflide  from  your  Principles ; 

B  You 
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You  cannot  be  terrify’d  by  the  laws, 

Nor  brib’d  to  Allegiance  by  Office,  or  Preferment; 

You - — 

Gripe .  Hold,  hold,  my  praiffe  mult  not interrupt  yours. 
Joyn.  With  your  Worfhip’s  Pardon,  (In  truly)  1  muft  on. 
Gripe.  I  am  full  of  your  praife,  and  it  will  run  over. 

Joyn. .  Nay  fweet  Sir,  you  are - . 

Gripe.  Nay  fweet  Mrs.  Joyner ,  you  are—"  ' 


Joyn.  Nay  good  your  Worffiip,  you  are 


f ,, 


Gripe.  1  fay  you  are- 


t 'Stops  her  mouth  with  his  Handkerchief . 


Joyn.  1  mnft  not  be  rude  with  your  Worfliip. 

Gripe.  You  are  a  Nurfing  Mother  to  the  Saints  •,  J 
Through  you  they  gather  together 
Through  you  they  fructify  and  cncreafe  *  and-  through  you 
The  Child  cries  from  out  of  the  Hand-Basket. 

Joyn.  Through  you  Virgins  are  marryed  of  provided 
For  as  well  •  through  you  the  Reprobate’s  Wife 
f  s  made  a  Saint ;  and  through  you  the  Widow  is  not 
Difconfolate,  nor  milfes  her  Husband. 

Gripe.  Through  you -  ,  .  v 

Joyn.  Indeed  you  will  put  me  to  the  blufii:'  ; 

Gripe.  Blufnes  are  badges  of  Imperfedtion,  ■  ^  '  rV: 

Saints  have  no  ffiame  :  You  are  the  flower  of  ' 

Matrons,  Mrs  Joyner.  A '  '  '  jj" 

Joyn.  You  are  the  Pink  of  courteous  Aldermen.  "• 

Gripe .  You  are  the  Muffler  of  Secrefy. 

Joyn.  You  are  the  Head -band  of  Juftice. 

Gripe.  Tdtank  you  fweet  Mrs.  Joyner  ,  do  you  think 

So  indeed  ?  you  are - - 

You  are  the  Bojiefire  of  Devotion. 

•  Joyn.  You  are  the  Bellows  of  Zeal. 

Gripe.  You  are  the  Cup-board  of  Charity. 

Joyn.  You  are  the  Fob  of  Liberality. 

Gripe.  You  are  the  Rivet  of  fan&ify’d  Love  or  Wedlock. 

Joyn.  You  are  the  Picklock  and  Dark-La nthofn  of  Policy  ; 

And  in  a  word,  a  Conventicle  of  Virtues. 

Gripe.  Your  Servant,  your  Servant,  fweet  Mrs.  Joyner^ 

YTou  have  ftopt  my  mouth. 

Joyner.  Your  Servant,  your  Servant,  fweet  Alderman, 

I  have  nothing  to  fay. 

Sir  Simon.  The  half  Pullet  will  be  cold,  Sir. 

Gripe.  Mrs.  Joyner  you  (hall  Sup  with  nre. 

Joyner.  Indeed  I  am  engag’d  to  ’Supper  with  fome 
Of  your  Man’s  Friends  •,  and  I  came  on  purpofe 
To  get  leave  for  him  too. 

Gripe.  I  cannot  deny  you  any  thing  ^  but  I  have  forgot  to  tell  you  what  a 

kind.. 
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kind  of  Fellow  my  Sifters  Dapperrvit  is*,  before  a  full  Table  of  the  Coffee-Honfe 
Sages ,  he  had  the  impudence  to  hold  an  Argument  agiainft  me  in  the  defence  of 
Veils  and  Protections^  and  therefore  I  forbid  him  my  Houle  j  befides  when  he 
came,  I  was  forc’d  to  lock  up  my  Daughter  for  fear  of  him ,  nay ,  I  think  the 
poor  Child  her  felf  was  afriad  of  him  :  Come  hither  Child,  were  you  not  afraid 
of  Dapperrvit  ? 

nJMartha.  Yes  indeed,  Sir,  he  is  a  terrible  Man. 

Yet  I  durlt  meet  with  him  in  the  Piazzo  at  Midnight.  X dfide. 

Gripe.  He  lhall  never  come  into  my  doors  again. 

Martha.  Shall  Mr.  Dapperrvit  never  come  hither  again  then  ? 

Gripe.  No,  Child. 

Martha.  I  am  afraid  lie  will. 

-  Gripe.  I  warrant  thee. 

Marth.  I  warrant  you  then  I’ll  go  to  him.  V  X_Afide. 

I  am  glad  of  that,  for  I  hate  him  as  much  as  a  Bifhop. 

Gripe.  Thou  art  no  Child  of  mine,  if  thou  doll  not  hate  Bilhops  and  Wits : 
Well,  Mrs.  Joyyer ,  I’ll  keep  you  no  longer.  Jonas,  wait  on  Mrs.  Joyner. 

Joyn.  Good  night  to  your  Worfhip. 

Gripe.  But  Itay,  Hay,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  have  you  fpoken  with  the  Widow  Crofs « 
bite  about  her  little  Daughter,  as  I  defir’d. 

Joyn.  I  will  to  morrow  early,  it  lhall  be  the  firlt  thing  I’ll  do  after  my 
Prayers. 

Gripe.  If  Dapperrvit  Ihould  contaminate  her - 1  cannot  reli  till  I  have  re¬ 

deem’d  her  from  the  Jaws  of  that  Lion,  good  night.  . 

Joyn.  Good  Gentleman.  \JExewt  Gripe  and  Martha. 

.  Manent  Sir  Simon  Addleplot  and  Joyner. 

Sir  Sim.  Hah,  hah,  ha,  Mrs.  Joyner. 

Joyn.  What’s  the  matter.  Sir  Simon  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Hah,  hah,  ha, - let  us  make  hafte  to  your  Houfe,  or  1  lhall  burll, 

faith  and  troth  to  fee  what  Fools  you  and  I  make  of  thefe  People. 

Joyn.  I  will  not  rob  you  of  any  of  the  credit,  I  am  but  a  feeble  Inllrument, 
you  are  the  Engineer. 

Sir  Sim.  Remember  what  you  fay  now  when  things  fucceed,  and  do  not  tell 
me  then,  I  mull  thank  your  wit  for  all.- 

Joyn.  No  mftruly,  Sir  Simon. 

Sir  Sim.  Nay  I’m  Pure  Dapperrvit  and  I  have  been  Partners  in  many  an  In¬ 
trigue  and.  lie  ules  to  ferve  me  lo. 

Joyn.  He  is  an  ill  Man  to  Intriguo  with,  as  you  call  it. 

Sir  Sim.  I,  fo  are  all  your  Wit^  a  Pox,  if  a’ Man’s  nnderitandirig  be  not  fb 
publick  as  theirs,  he  cannot  do  a  wife  action  but  they  go  away  with  the  honour  . 
of  it,  if  he  be  of  their  Acquaintance. 

Joyn.  Why  do  you  keep  fuch  Acquaintance  then  ? 

Sir  Sim.  There  is  a  Proverb,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  You  may  know  him  by  Iris 
Company. 

Joyn.  No,  no,  to  be  thought  a  Man  of  parts,  you  fhou’d  always  keep  Com¬ 
pany  with  a  Man  of  lefs  wit  than  your,  felf. 

Sir  Sim.  That’s  the  hardelt  thing  in  the  World  for  me  to  do,  Faith  and 
troth.  B  2  Joyn. 
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Joyn.  What,  to  find  a  Man  of  lefs  Wit  than  your  felf  ? 

Pardon  my  Raillery,  Sir  Simon. 

Sir  Sim.  No,  no,  I  cannot  keep  Company  with  a  Fool,  I  wonder  how  Men 
of  parts  can  do’t,  there’5  fomething  in’t.  * 

Joyn.  If  you  cou’d,all  your  wife  actions  wou’d  be  your  own,  and  your  Money 
wou’d  be  your  own  too. 

Sir  Sim.  Nay,  Faith  and  troth  that’s  true*,  for  your  Wits  are  plaguely  given 
to  borrow  ^  they’l  borrow  of  their  Wench  ,  Coach-man,  or  Link-Boy  their 
hire.  Mrs.  Joyner ,  Dapperwit  has  that  trick  with  a  vengeance. 

Joyn.  Why  will  you  keep  Company  with  him  then,  I  fay  ?  for  to  be  plain 
with  you,  you  have  followed  him  fo  long,  that  you  are  thought  but  his  Gulley  5 
for  every  Wit  has  his  Culley,  as  every  Squire  his  lead  Captain* 

Sir,  Sim.  I  his  Culley,  I  his  Culley,  Mrs.  Joyner ! 

Lord  that  I  fiiould  be  thought  a  Culley  to  any  Wit  breathing. 

.  J°yn.  Nay  do  not  take  it  fo  to  heart,  for  the  belt  Wits 
Of  the  Town,  are  but  Culleys  themfelves. 

Sir  Sim.  To  whom,  to  whom,  to  whom,  Mrs.  Joyner  ? 

Joyn.  To  Semfierelfes,  and  Bawds. 

Sir  Sim.  To  your  knowledge,  Mrs.  Joyner. 

There  I  was  with  her. 

Joyn.  To  Taylors  and  Vintners,  but  efpecially  to  the  French  Houfes. 

Sir  Sim.  But  Dapperrvit  is  a  Cully  to  none  of  them^  for  he  ticks. 

'  Joyn.  I  care  not,  but  I  wilh  you  were"  a  Cully  to  none  but  me,  that’s  all'the. 
hurt  I  wilh  you.  '  -  * 

Sir  Sim.  Thank  you  Mrs.  Joyner  ;  well,I  will  throw  off  Dapper  wit’s  Acquain¬ 
tance  when  I  am  marry ed, and  will  only  be  a  Culley  to  my  Wife,  and  that’s  no 
more  than  the  wileft  Husband  of  ’em  all  is. 

Joyn.  Then  you  think  you  fhall  carry  Mrs.  Martha , 

Sir  Sim.  Your  hundered  Guineys  are 
As  good  as  imyour  Lap.. 

Joyn.  But  I  am  afraid  this  double  plot  of  yours 
Should  fail,  you  wou’d  fooner  fucceed. 

If  you  only  defign’d  upon  Mrs.  Martha , 

Or  only  upon  my  Lady  Flippant. 

Sir  Sim.  Nay  then  you  are  no  Woman  of  Intrigue,  Faith  and  troth  ’tis  good 
to  have  two  firing?  to  one  Bow  iT  Mrs.  Martha  be  coy  •  I  tell  the  Widow  I 
put  on  my  difguife  for  her  ^  But  if  Mrs.  Martha  be  kind  to  Jonas ,  Sir  Simon 
A ddleplot  will  be  falfe  to  the  Widow,  which  is  no  more  than  Widows  are  us’d 
to:,  for  a-Promife.  to  a  Widow  is  asfeldom  kept  as  a  Vo w  made  at  Sea, as  Dap¬ 
per  wit  {’ays.  ■ 

Joyn.  I  am  afraid  they  fhou’d  dilco^er  you. 

Sir  Sim.  You  have  nothing  to  fear ,  you  have  your  twenty  Guineys  in  your 
Pocket  for  helping  me  into  my  Service,  and  if  I  get  into  Mrs.  Martha’s  Quar¬ 
ters,  you  have  a. hundred  more,  if  into  the  Widows,  fifty,  happy  go  lucky  will 
her  Ladylhip  be  at  your  Houfe  at  the  hour. 

Joyn.  Yes. 

Si?  :  Then  you  Ihall-fee^vhen  I  am  Sir  Simon  Jddkplol^  and  my  felf, .  I’ll 

*  :*  look. 
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look  like  my  felf,  now  I  am  Jonas  I  look  like  an  Afs  ^  you  never  thought  Sir£*V 
mon  Addleplot  cou’d  have  look’d  fo  like  an  Afs  by  his  ingenuity, 

Joyn.  Pardon  me,  Sir  Simon. 

Sir  Sim.  Nay  do  not  flatter.  Faith  and  troth, 

Joyn.  Come  let  us  go,  ’tis  time.  . 

Sir  Sim.  I  will  carry  the  Widow  to  the  French  Houfe. 

Joyn.  If  fhe  will  go. 

Sir  Sim.  If  fhe  will  go  ?■  why,  did  you  ever  know  a  Widow  refdfe  a  treat  ? 
no  more  than  a  Lawyer  a  Fee,  Faith  and  troth  ,  yet  I  know  too,.. 

No  treat ,  jweet  words ,  good  meen ,  but  fly  Intrigue , 

That  mufl  at  lengthy  the  jilting  Widow  fegue. .  [[Exeunt,  ~ 

The;  Scene  changes  to  the  French  Houfe,  a  Table , 

Wine,  and  Candles * 


Enter  Vincent,  Ranger,  Dapperwit; 

Bap.  Pray,  Mr.  Ranger ,  let’s  have  no  drinking  to  night. 

Tin.  Pray,  Mr.  Ranger ,  let’s  have  no  Dapperwit  to  night. 

Rang.  Nay,  nay,  Vincent . 

Vm.  A  Pox,  I  hate  his  impertinent  Chat  more  than  he  does  the  honelt  Bur¬ 
gundy.  .  ' 

Dap.  But  why  fhou’d  you  force  Wine  upon  us  ?  we  are  not  all  of  your  guild. 

Vin.  But  why  Ihould  you  force  your  chaw’d  Jells,  your  damn’d  ends  of  your 
mouldy  Lampoons  ,  and  lalt  years  Sonnets  upon  us ,  we  are  not  all  of  your 
gulto  ? 

Dap.  The  Wine  makes  me  lick,  let  me  periflr. 

Vin.  Thy  Rhymes  make  me  fpew;. 

Ran.  At  Repartee  already,  come  Vincent ,  ,1  know  you  would 
Rather  have  him  pledge  you,  here  Dapperwit \Jfives  Tim  the  G l afs. 
But  why  are  you  fo  eager  to. have  him  drink  always? 

Vin.  Becaufe  he'  is  Fo  eager  to  talk  always  ,  and  there  is.  no  other  ways  to  fL 
fence  him. 

Waiter  to  them. 

Wait.  Here  is  ajGenileman  defires  to  fpeak  with  Mr.  Vincent. 

Vin.  I  come,  *  [Exit  Vin, 

Dap.  He  may  drink  becaufe  he  is  obliged  to  the  Bottle ,  for  ail  the  Wit  and 
Courage  he  has,  ’tis  not  free  and-  natural  like  yours. 

Ran.  He  has  more  Courage  than  Wit,  but  wants  neither. 

Dap.  As  a  Pump  gone  dry  ,  if  you  pour  no  Water  down  .you  will  get  none 
otft,  do* - — • 

Ran.  Nay  I  bar  fimiles  too,  to-night. 

Dap.  Why  is  not  the  thought  new,  don’t  you  apprehend  it,. 

Ran.  Yes,  yes,  but - - — 

Dap.  Well,  well,  will  you  comply  with  his  fottifhnefs  too  ,  and  hate  brisk 
things  in  complailance  to  the  ignorant  dull  Age  ?  I  believe  fhortly  ’twill  be  as 
hard  to  find  a  patient  Friend  to  communicate  ones  Wit  to,  as  a  Faithful  Friend 
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to  communicate  ones  Secret  to.  Wit  has  as  few  true  Judges,  as  painting  I  fee. 

Ran.  All  People  pretend  to  be  judges  of  both.  * 

Dap.  I,  they  pretend - but  fet  you  afide. 

And  two  more. - 

Ran.  But  why,  has  Vincent  neither  Courage  nor  Wit  ? 

Dap.  He  has  no  Courage,  becaufe  he  beat  his  Wench  for  giving  me  les  doucet 
ycux  once ,  and  no  Wit,  becaufe  he  does  not  comprehend  my  thoughts }  and  he 
is  a  Son  of  a  Whore  for  his  Ignorance  ^  I  take  Ignorance  worfe  from  any  Man 
than  the  Lye,  becaufe  it  is  as  much  as  to  fay  I  am  no  Wit. 

Vincent  Returns. 

You  need  not  take  any  notice,  though,  to  him  of  what  I  fay. 

Vin.  Ranger ,  there  is  a  Woman  below  in  a  Coach  wou’d  fpeak  with  you. 

Ran.  With  me.  [_Exit  Ran, 

Dap.  This  Ranger ,  Mr.  Vincent ,  is  as  fdfe  to  his  Friend  as  his  Wench. 

Vm.  You  have  no  reafon  to  fay  fo. 

But  becaufe  he  is  abfent. 

Dap.  ’Tis  difobliging  to  tell  aMan  of  his  faults  to  hisFace,if  he  had  but  your 
grave  parts,  and  manly  Wit,  I  Ihou’d  adore  him  ^  but  a  Pox  he  is  a  meer  Buf¬ 
foon,  a  Jack-pudding,  let  me  perifh. - 

Vm.  You  are  an  ungrateful  Fellow,  I  have  heard  him  maintain  you  had  wit, 
which  was  more  than  e’er  you  cou’d  do  for  your  felf  ^  I  thought  you  had  own’d 
him  your  Mecanas. 

Dap.  A  Pox  !  he  cannot  but  efteem  mentis  for  his  honour  ^  but  I  cannot  but 
be  juft  for  all  that,  without  favour  or  affe&ion,  yet  I  confefs  I  love  him  fo  well, 
that  I  wifii  he  had  but  the  hundredth  part  of  your  Courage. 

Vin.  He  has  had  the  Courage  to  fave  you  from  many  a  beating  to  my  know¬ 
ledge. 

Dap.  Come,  come,  I  wilh  the  Man  well,  and  next  to  you  ,  better  than  any 
Man,  and  I  am  forry  to  fay  it,  he  has  not  a  Courage  to  fnuff  a  Candle  with  his 

Fingers  when  he  is  drunk  indeed  ,  he  dares  get  a  Clap,  or  fo - and  fwear 

at  a  Conftable. 

Vin.  Detra&ing  Fop,  when  did  you  fee  him  defert  hisTriend. 

Dap.  You  have  a  rough  kind  of  Raillery  ,  Mr.  Vincent,  but  fince  you  will 
have  it,  ( though  I  love  the  Man  heartily,  I  fayj  he  deferted  me  once  in  break¬ 
ing  of  Windows ,  for  fear  of  the  Conftable,  Ranger  Returns. 

but  you  need  not  take  notice  to  him  of  what  I  tell  you  }  I  hate  to  put  a  Man 
to  the  blulh.  V 

Ran.  I  have  had  juft  now  a  Vi  fit  from  my  Miftrefs ,  who  is  as  jealous  of  me, 
as  a  Wife  of  her  Husband  when  fhe  lies  in  ;  My  Coufiin  Lydia  ,  you  have  heard 
me  fpeak  of  her. 

Vin.  But  ihe  is  more  troublefonie  than  a  Wife  that  lies  in,becaufe  fhe  follows 
you  to  your  haunts  *  why  do  you  allow  her  that  privilege  before  her  time  ? 

Ran.  Faith,  I  may  allow  her  any  privilege  and  be  too  hard  for  her  yet  ^  how 
do  you  think  I  have  cheated  her  to  night  ?  Women  are  poor  credulous  Crea¬ 
tures,  eafily  deceived. 

Vin.  We  are  poor  credulous  Creatures,  when  we  think  ’em  fo. 

Ran.  Intending  a  Ramble  to  St.  lames's  Park  to  night ,  upon  fome  probable 

hopes 
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hopes  of  fome  frefii  Game  I  have  in  Chafe  ,  I  appointed  her  to  ftay  at  home, 
with  a  proraife  to  come  to  her  within  this  hour ,  that  fhe  might  not  £§11  the 
fcent  and  prevent  my  fport. 

Fin.  Shell  be  even  with  you  when  you  are  married,  l  warrant  you  :  in  the 
mean  time  here’s  her  health,  Dapperwit. 

Ran.  Now  had  he  rather  be  at  the  Window  writing  her  Anagram  in  the 
Glafs,  with  his  Diamond,  or  biting  his  nails  in  the  corner ,  for  a  fine  thought, 
to  come  and  divert  us  with  at  the  Table. 

Dap.  No,  a  Pox  I  have  no  wit  to  night ,  I  am  as  barren  and  hide-bound  as 
one  of  your  damn’d  fcribling  Poets.,  who  are  Sots  in  Company  for  all  their 
Wit,  as  a  Mifer  is  poor  for  alibis  Money  ;  how  do  you  like' the  thought. 

Fin.  Drink,  drink.  '  * 

Dap.  Well,  I  can  drink  this,  becaufe  I  fhall  be  repriev’d  prefently. 

Fin.  Who  will  be  fo  civil  to  ns. 

Dap.  Sir  Simon  Addleplot ,  I  have  befpoke  him  a  Supper  here,  for  he  treats  to 
night  a  new  rich  Miilrefs. 

Ran.  That  Spark  who  has  his  fruitlefs  defigns  upon  the  Bed-ridden  rich  Wi¬ 
dow,  down  to  the  fucking  Heireifes  in  her  pitting  Clout;  He.  was  once  the 
fport ,  but  now  the  publick  grievance  of  all  the  Fortunes  in  Town ;  for 
he  watches  them  like  a  younger  Brother  that  is  afriad  to  be  mump’d  of  his 
fnip,  and  they  cannot  deal  a  Marriage  ,  nor  flay  their  ftomachs ,  but  he  mufc 
know  it. 

Dap.  He  has  now  pitch’d  his  Nets  for  Gripe's  Daughter  the  rich  Scrivener, 
and  ferves  him  as  a  Clerk  to  get  admilfion  to  her,  which  the  watchful  Fop  her 
Father,  denies  to  all  others. 

Ran.  I  thought  you  had  been  nibling  at  her  once,  under  pretence  of  love  to 
her  Aunt. 

D‘ap,  I  confefs  I  have  the  fame  defign  yet ,  and  Addleplot  is  but  my  Agent 
whilft  he  thinks  me  his  •,  he  brings  me  Letters  conftantly  from  her,  and  carries 
mine  back.  x  - 

Fm.  Still  betraying  your  belt  Friends. 

Dap.  I  cannot  in  honour  but  betray  him  (let  me  periftgj  the  poor  young 
Wench  is  taken  with  my  Perfon,  and  wou’d  fcratch  through  four  walls,  to 
come  to  me.  '  .  • . 

Fin'  ’Tis  a  fignlhe  is  kept  -up  clofe  Indeed. 

Dap.  Betray  him.  I’ll  not  bo  Tray  tor  to  Love  for  any  Man.  , 

-  Sir  Simon  Addleplot  to  them  with  the  Waiter. 

Sir  Sim.  Know  ’em,  you  are  a  fawey  Jack-flraw  to  queflion  me.  Faith  and  ■ 
troth)  I  kiow  every  body,  and  f very  body  knows  me. 

tSif  Simon ^  Sir  Simon,  Sir  Simon. 

v;And  you  are  a  welcome  Man  to  every  body 
Sir  Sim.  Now  Son  of  a  Whore,  do  I  know  the  Gentlemen  ?  a  Dog,  lie 
vvou’d  have  had  a  Ihilling  of  me  before  he  wou’d  let  me  come  to  you. 

Ran.  The  Rogue  has  been  bred  at  Court  fure  ; 

Get  you  out, Sirrah. 

Sir  Sim.  He  has  been  bred  at  a  French  Houfe,  where  they  are  more  unreafan- 
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Vin.  Here’s  to  you.  Sir  Simon. 

Sir  Sim.  I  cannot  drink ,  for  I  have  a  Miftrefs  within ,  though  I  wou’d  not 
have  the  People  of  the  Houfe  to  know  it. 

■Ran.  You  need  not  be  alham’d  of  your  Miftrefles ,  for  they  are  commonly 
rich. 

Sir  Sim.  And  becaufe  file  is  rich,  I  wou’d  conceal  her,  for  I  never  had  a  rich 
Miftrefs  yet,  but  one  or  other  got  her  from  me  prefently.  Faith  and  troth. 

Ran.  But  this  is  an  ill  place  to  conceal  a  Miftrefs  in  ,  every  Waiter  is  an  In¬ 
telligencer  to  your  Rivals. 

Sir  Srm.  I  have  ’trick  for  that,  I’ll  let  no  Waiters  come  into  the  Room,  I’ll 
lay  the  Cloth  my  felf  rather. 

Ran.  But  who  is  your  Miftrefs. 

Sir  Sim.  Your  Servant, - your  Servant, - - 

Mr.  Ranger. 

Vin.  Come,  will  you  pledge  me  ? 

Sir  Sim.  No,  I’ll  fpare  your  Wine ,  if  you  will  (pare  me  Dapperwi? s -Coni'- 
pany,  I  came  for  that. 

Vin.  You  do  us  a  double  favour,  to  take  him  and  leave  the  Wine. 

Sir  Sim.  Come,  come,  Dappermt. 

Ran.  Do  not  go  unlels  he  will  fuffer  us  to  fee  his  Miftrefs  too.  [Afide. 

Sir  Sim.  Come,  come  Man. 

Dap.  Would  you  have  me  fo  uncivil  as  to  leave  my  Company  ;  they’ll  take 
it  ill  ? 

Sir  Sim.  I  cannot  find  her  talk  without  thee  ^  Pray  Gentlemen  perfwade 
Mr.  Dapperwit  to  go  with  me. 

Ran.  We  will  not  hinder  him  of  better  Company. 

Dap.  Yours  is  too  good  to  be  left  rudely. 

Sir  Sim.  Nay  Gentlemen  I  wou’d  defire  your  Company  too,  if  you  knew  the 
Lady. 

Dap.  They  know  her  as  well  as  I,  you  fay  I  know  her  not. 

Sir  Sim.  You  are  not  every  body.  [ [Afide . 

Ran.  Perhaps  we  do  know  the  Lady,  Sir  Simon. 

Sir  Sim.  You  do  not,  you  do  not,  none  of  you  ever  faw  her  in  your  lives  ^ 
but  if  you  cou’d  be  fecret,  and  civil - 

Ran.  We  have  drunk  yet  but  our  Bottle  a  peice. 

Sir  Sim.  But  will  you  be  civil,  Mr.  Vincent  ? 

Ran.  He  dares  not  look  a  Woman  in  the  Face  under  three  Bottles. 

Sir  Sim.  Come  along  then  }  but  can  you  be  civil  Gentlemen  ?  will  you  be 
civil  Gentlemen?  pray  be  civil  if  you  can,  and  you  fhall  fee  her.  [Exit  Sir  Sim. 

f Returns  voith  my  Lady  Flippant  and  Mrs .  Joyner. 

Dap.  How,  has  he  got  his  Jilt  here  ?  [ [Afide . 

Ran.  The  Widow  Flippant ! -  [Afide. 

Vin.  Is  this  the  Woman  we  never  faw?  ,  '  [Ajide. 

Flip.  Does  he  bring  us  into  Company  ,  and  Dapperwit  one  ?  though  I  had 
marryed  the  Fool,  I  thought  to  have  referv’d  the  Wit  as  well  as  other  Ladies. 

[Afide. 

Sir  Sim.  Nay,look  as  long  as  you  will.  Madam, you  will  find  them  civil  Gen¬ 
tlemen,  and  good  Company.  ’  ,  Flip . 
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Flip.  I  am  not  in  doubt  of  their  civility  but  yours. 

Joyn.  You’ll  never  leave  fnubbing  your  Servants,  did  you  not  promife  to  ufe 
him  kindly.  [Behind. 

Flip.  ’Tis  true.  -  [Afide. 

We  wanted  no  good  Company,  Sir  Simon ,  as  long  as  we  had  your?. 

Sir  Sim.  But  they  wanted  good  Company,  therefore  I  forc’d  them  to  accept 
of  yours.  »  •  .  .  ; 

Flip.  They  will  not  think  theCompany  good  they  were  forc’d  into  certainly. 

Sir  Sim.  A  Pox  I  muft  be  ufing  the  words  infafhion  though  l  never  have  any 
luck  with  ’em,  Mrs.  Joyner, help  me  off. 

Joyn.  I  fuppofe  ,  Madam  ,  he  means  the  Gentlemen  wanted  not  inclination 
to  your  Company  ,  but  confidence  to  delire  fo  great  an  honour ,  therefore  he 
forc’d  ’em. 

Dap.  What  makes  this  Bawd  here  ?  fure  Miftrefs  your  Bawds  fhould  be  like 
the  fmall  Cards ,  though  at  firft  you  make  up  the  Pack ,  yet  when  the  Play  be¬ 
gins,  you  fhould  be  put  out  as  ufelefs. 

Joyn.  Well,  well,  Gibeing  Companion  ,  you  -wou’d  have  the  Pimps  kept  in 
only  ?  you  would  fo  ? 

yin.  What,  they  are  quarrelling  ? 

Ran.  Pimp  and  Bawd  agree  now  adays  like  Do&or  and  Apothecary. 

Sir  Sim.  Try,  Madam,  if  they  are  not  civil  Gentlemen,  talk  with  ’em,  while 
I  go  lay  the  Cloth,  no  Waiter  comes  here  : 

My  Mother  us’d  to  tell  me  ,  l  fhould  avoid  all  occafions  of  talking  before  my 
Miflrefs,  becaufe  filence  is  a  lign  of  Love  as  well  as  Prudence.  [. Afide „ 

Flip.  Methinks  you  look  a  little  yellow  on’t,  [Sir  Simon  laying  the  Cloth 
Mr.  Dapperwit ;  I  hope  you  do  not  cenfure  me 
Becaufe  you  find  me  puffing  away  a  night  with  this  Fool ; 

He  is  not  a  Man  to  be  jealous  of  fure. 

Dap.  You  are  not  a  Lady  to  be  jealous  of  fare. 

Flip.  No  certainly,  but  why  do  you  look  as  if  you  were  jealous  then. 

Dap.  If  I  had  met  you  in  \brbeatjione> s-Park ,  with  a  drunken  Foot-Souldier, 
I  fhould  not  have  been  jealous  of  yon. 

Flip .  Fye,  fye  ,  now  you  are  jealous  certainly  ,  for  People  always  when  they 
grow  jealous,  grow  rude  •  but  I  can  Pardon  it  fince  it  proceeds  from  love 
certainly. 

Dap.  I  am  out  of  all  hopes  to  be  rid  of  this  eternal  old  Acquaintance,  ’when 
I  jear  her,  fhe  thinks  her  felt  prais’d,  now  I  call  her  Whore  in  plain  Englifh, 
ihe  thinks  I  am  jealous.  [Afide. 

Flip.  Sweet  Mr.  Dappcrvoit ,  be  not  fo  cenforicus,  I  fpeak  for  your  fake,  not 
my  own,  for  Jealoufie  is  a  g^eat  torment ,  but  my  honour  cannot  fuffer 
certainly. 

Dap.  No  certainly,  but  the  greatefl  torment  l  have  is  your  Love. 

Flip.  Alas  fweet  Mr.  Dappcrwit ,  indeed  Love  is  a  torment ,  but  ’tis  a  fwe,et 
torment  •  but  Jealoufie  is  a  bitter  torment  ^  I  do  not  go  about  to  cure  you  of 
the  torment  of  my  Love. 

Dap.  ’Tis  a  fign  fo. 

Flip.  Come,  come,  look  up  Man,  is  that  a  Rival  to  conteil  with  you  ? 

C  Dap. 
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Dap.  I  will  conteft  with  no  Rival,  not  with  my  old  Rival  your  Ooach-mai, 
but  they  have  heartily  my  t  elignation  ,  and  to  do  you  a  favour  ,  -but  my  felf  a 
greater,  I  will  help  tye  the  knot  you  are  fumbling  for  now,  betwixt  your  Gul¬ 
ley  here,  and  you.  r ; 

Flip.  Go,  go,  I  take  that  kind  of  Jealoulie  worfr  of  all ,  to  fafped  I  would 

be  debauch’d  to  beaftly  Matrimony  ^  but  who  are  thofe  Gentlemen,  pray  ? - - 

are  they  Men  of  Fortunes,  Mrs.  Joynem 

Joyn.  I  believe  fo.  V  . 

Flip.  Do  you  believe  fo  indeed  \  Gentlemen. - - 

[_  Advancing  towards  Ranger  and  Vincent. 

Ran.  It  the  civility  we  owe  to  Ladies ,  had  not  controul’d  our  Envy  to  Mr. 
Dapper  wit,  we  had  interrupted  e’er  this  your  private  Converfation. 

Flip.  Your  interruption,  Sir,  had  been  molt  civil,  and  obliging,  for  our  di- 
fcourfe  was  of  Marriage. 

kan.  That  is  a  fubjed.  Madam,  as  grateful  as  common. 

Flip.  O  fye,  fye,  are  you  of  that  Opinion  too  ?  1  cannot  fuffer  any  to  talk  of 
it  in  my  Company. 

Ran.  Are  you  Married  then,  Madam  ? 

Flip.  No  certainly. 

Ran.  I  am  fure  fo  much  Beauty  cannot  defpair  of  it. 

Flip.  Defpair  of  it -  -N  . 

Ran.  Only  thofe  that  are  Married  ,  or  cannot  be  Married  ,  hate  to  hear  of 
Marriage. 

Flip.  Yet  you  mull:  know  ,  Sir,  my  averfion  to  Marriage  is  fuch  ,  that  yon 
nor  no  Man  breathing,  fiiall  ever  perfwade  me  to  it. 

Ran.  Curs’d  be  the  Man  ftiou’d  do  fo  rude  a  thing  as  to  perfwade  you  to  any 
ihing  againft  your  inclination  I  wou’d  not  do  it  for  the  World,  Madam. 

Flip.  Come,  come,  though  you  feem  to  be  a  civil  Gentleman  ,  1  think  you 
no  better  than  your  Neighbours  ^  I  do  not  know  a  Man  of  you  all ,  that  will 
not  thrult  a  Woman  up  into  a  Corner  ,  and  then  talk  an  hour  to  her  imperti¬ 
nently  of  Marriage. 

Ran.  You  wou’d  find  me  another  Man  in  a  Corner  ,  i  allure  you.  Madam, 
for  you  fnou’d  not  have  a  word  of  Marriage  from  me.  ,  whatfoever  you  might 
find  in  my  actions  of  it  •  l  hate  talking  as  much  as  you. 

Flip.  1  hate  it  extreamly. 

Ran.  I  am  your  Man  then.  Madam  ,  for  1  find  ju IF.  the  fame  fault  with  your 
Sex  as  you  do  writh  ours  •  I  ne’er  cou’d  have  to  do  with  Woman  in  my  Life, 
but  Rill  {lie  wou’d  be  impertinently  talking  of  Marriage  to  me. 

Flip.  Obferve  that,  Mrs.  Joyner.  [ ‘Afide .. 

Dap.  Pray  Mr.  Ranger ,  let’s  go,  I  had  rather  drink  with  Mr.  Vincent ,  than 
flay  here  with  you  belldes  ’tis  Park- time. 

Ran.  I  come.  *  C7*o  Dap. 

Since  you  are  a  Lady  that  hate  Marriage,  1*11  do  you  the  fervice  to  withdraw 
the  Company,  for  thofe  that  hate  Marriage,  hate  lofs  of  time. 

Flip.,  Will  you  go  then,  Sir  *,  but  before  you  go.  Sir  ,  pray  tel  L  me  is  your 
averfion  to  Marriage  real  ? 


Man. 


As  real  as  yours;.'. 
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Flip.  If  it  were  no  more  real  than  mine — —  \Afide. 

Ran.  Your  Servant,  Madam. 

Flip.  But  do  you  hate  'Marriage  certainly  ?  [Plucks  him  has}. 

Ran.  Certainly. 

Flip.  Come,  I  cannot  belieVe  it,  you  diffemble  it,  only  becaufe  I  pretend  it. 
Ran.  Do  you  but  pretend  it  then,  Madam  ? 

Flip.  I  fhall  difeover  my  felf-~ — ■ —  £ Afidc . 

I  mean,  becaufe  I  hold  againfl  it,  yon  do  the  fame  in  complaifance  ;  for  I  have 
heard  fay,  cunning  Men  think  to  bring  the  coy  and  imtra&able  Women  to 
tamenefs,  as  they  do  fome  Mad  People  by  humoring  their  Frenzes. 

Ran.  1  am.none  of  ihofe  cunning  Men ,  yet  have  too  much  Wit  to  entertain 
the  prefumption  of  defigning  upon  you. 

Flip.  ’Twere  no  fuch  prefumption  neither. 

Dap.  Come  away,  ’s  death  don’t  you  fee  your  danger  ? 

Ran.  Thofe  aims  are  for  Sir  Simon ,  good  night.  Madam. 

Flip.  Will  you  needs  go  then  ?  the  Gentlemen  are  a  going,  Sir  Simon,  will 
you  let  ’em? 

Sn  Sim.  Nay,  Madam,  if  you  cannot  keep  ’em,  how  Ihould  I  ? 

Flip.  Stay,  Sir,  becaufe  you  hate  Marriage,  I’ll  ling  you  a  new  Song  againfl  it. 

She  Sings. 

A  Spoufe  I  do  hate , 

For  either  /he’s  falfe  or  / he’s  jealous  $ 

But  give  us  a  Mate , 

IVJjo  nothing  mil  ask  us,  or  tell  its. 

She  Jlands  on  no  terms ,  ^ 

Nor  chafftrs  by  way  of  Indenture , 

Her  love  for  your  Farmi ; 

But  takes  her  kind  Man  at  a  venture. 

If  all  prove  not  right , 

Without  an  All,  Proccfs,  or  Warning , 

From  Wife  for  a  night. 

Ton  may  be  divorc'd  in  the  Morning. 

When  Parents  are  Slaves , 

Their  Bratts  cannot  be  any  other  ; 

Great  Wits,  and  great  Bra  ves 
Have  always  a  Punk  to  their  Mother. 

£  n,  »  ... 

Flip.  Though  it  be  the  fafhion  for  Women  ofQuality  to  fing  any  Song  what¬ 
ever,  becaufe  the  Words  are  not  diftinguiflTd  ^  yet  I  Ihould  have  blufh’d  to 
have  done  it  now,  but  for  you,  Sir. 

Ran.  The  Song  is  edifying,  the' Voice  admirable,  and  once  more  I  am  your 
Servant,  Madam. 

‘  C  2  rj  FIN 
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Flit1.  What,  will  you  go  too,  Mr.  Dapperwit  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Pray,  Mr.  Dapperwit^  do  not  you  go  too. 

Dap.  I  am  engag’d.  ,  .  '  r  '• 

Sir  Sim.  Well,  if  we  cannot  have  their  Company  ,  we  wiil  not  have  their 
Room,  ours  is  a  private  back  Room;-  they  have  paid  their  reckoning,  let’s  go 
thither  again. 

Flip.  But  pray,  fweet  Mr.  Dapperwit,  do  not  go  ^  keep  him,  Sir  Simon. 

Sir  Sim .  I  cannot  keep  him.  [Exeunt  Vin.  Ran.  Dap.- 

It  is  impq/Jible  •,  (the  World  is  fo ,) 

One  cannot  keep  ones  Friend ,  and  AFiftrefs  too .  £Ex.  Omnes,. 


ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 

St.  James’*  Park  at  night,. 

Enter  Ranger,  Vincent,  Dapperwit.. 

Kan.  T  T  Ang  rjie  if  I  am  not  pleas’d  exireamly  with  this  new  falhion’d  catter- 
XX  wouling,  this  midnight  courling  in  the  Park. 

Pin.  A  Man  may  come  after  Supper  with  his  three  Bottles  in  his  head  ,  reel 
hiinfelf  fober,  without  reproof  from  his  Mother,  Aunt,  or  grave  Relation. 

Ran.  May  bring  his  bafhful  Wench,  and  not  have  her  put  out.  of  Countenance 
by  the  impudent  honed  Women  of  the  Town. 

•  Dap.  And  a  Man  of  Wit  may  have  the  better  of  the  dumb  Ihew  ,  of  well 
trim’d  Veit,  or  fair  Peruque ;  no  MaTs  now  is  whited. 

Ran.  And  now  no  Woman’s  moded,  or  proud,  for  her  blufhes  are  hid,  and 
the  Rubies  on  her  Lips  are  died,  and  all  fleepy  and  glimmering  Eyes  have  loft, 
their  attraction. 

Pin.  And  now  a  Man  may  carry  a  Bottle  under  his  Arm,  inftead  of  his  Hat, 
and  no  obferving  fpruce  Fop  will  mifs  the  Crevat  that  lies  on  ones  flioulder,  or 
count  the  Pimples  on  ones  Face. 

Dap.  And  now  the  brisk  Repartee  ruins  the  complaifant  Cringe  ,  or  wile. 
Grimace^  fomething  ’twas,  we  Men  of  virtue  always  lov’d  the  night. 

Ran.  O  bleifed  Seafon.  - 

Pm.  For  good-Fellows.. 

Ran.  For  Lovers. 

Dap.  And  for  the  Mufes. 

Ran .  When  I  was  a  Boy  I  lov’d  the  night  fo  well,  I  had  . a  flfong  vocation  t© 
be  a  Bellman’s  Apprentice. 

/  Pin.  I  a  Drawer.  .  . 

Dap.  And  1  to  attend  the  Waits  of  Wejhninjier,  let  me  perifh. 

Ran.  But  why  do  we  not  do  the  duty  of  this  and  fuch  other  places ,  walk, 
cenfure,  and  fpeak  ill  of  all  we  meet  ? 

Dap.  ’Tis  no  fault  of  mine,  let  me  perifh. 

Pm.  Fye,  fye  ,  Satirical  Gentlemen  ,  this  is  not  your  time,  you  cannot  di- 
dinguifh  a.Fricndfrom  a  Fop.  '  'Dap.. 


•.{  S£  James’5  PaiL.  i  % 

Dap.  No  matter,  no  matter ,  they  will  deferve  amongft  ’em  the  worft  we 
can  fay. 

Ran.  Who  comes  here,  Dapper  wit  ? 

Dap.  By  the  tofs  of  his  Head,  training;  of  his  1  [People,  walking /lowly 

Feet,  and-  his  Elbows  playing  at  Bo-peep  over  the  Stage. 

Behind  his  back,  it  (hould  be  my  Lord  Eafy. 

Ran.  And  who  the  Woman  ? 

Dap.  My  Lord,  what  d’ye  call’s  Daughter 
That  had  a  Child  by - — 

Vin.  Dapperwit ,  hold  your  tongue. 

Ran.  How  are  you  concern’d  ? 

Vin.  Her  Brother’s  an  hopell  Fellow,  and  will  drink  his  Glafs. 

Ran.  Prithee,  Vincent }  Dapperwit  did  not  hinder  drinking  to  night,  though* 
he  fpeak  againlt.it-,  why  then  Ihou’d  you  interrupt  his  fport?  now  let  him  talk 
of  any  body. 

Vm.  So  he  will,  till  you. cut  his  throat. . 

Ran.  Why  ihou’d  you  in  all  occafions  thwart  him,  . contemn  him,  and  malici- 
oufty  look  grave  at  his  jefts  only  ? 

Vin.  Why  do’s  he  always  rairagain.lt  my  Friends  them,  and  my  belt.'  Friend, 
a  Beer-glafs  ? 

Ran.  Dapperwit^.  be  your  own  Advocate,  my  Game  I  thing- is  before  me 
there  ?  g Exit  Ram 

Dap.  This  Ranger ,  I-think  has  all  the  ill  qualities  ,  of  all  your  Town  Tops, 
leaving  his  Company  for  a  fpruce  Lord, 

Or  a  Wench. 

Vin.  Nay,  if  you  mult  rail. at  your  own  belt  Friends-,  I  may  forgive  you, 
railing'  atr  mine. 

f  Lydia  and  my  Lady  Flippant  walking  over  the  Stage. 

Lyd.  Falfe  Ranger , .  fnall  I  find  thee  here  ?  [Afu/e . 

Vin.  Thofe  are  Women,  are  they  not  ?  g To  Dap. 

Dap.  The  lealt  feems  to  be  my  Lucy  fure.  g  Afide, 

Vin.  Faith  I  think  I  dare  fpeak  to  a  Woman  in  the  Dark ,.  let’s  try. 

Dap.  They  are  Perfons  of  Quality  of  my  Acquaintance hold. 

Vin.  Nay,  if  they  are  Perfons  of  Quality  of  your  Acquaintance,  I, may  be  the-; 
bolder  .with ’em. 


The  Ladies  go  off  h  they  follow  them  *,  Lydia  and  Flippant  Re-enter: . 

Lyd.  I  come  hither  to  make  a  difeovery  to  night. 

-Flip.  Of  my  love  to  you  certainly  •,  for  nobody  but  you  cou’d  have  debauch’d 
me  to  the  Park  certainly  *,  1  wou’d  not  return  .another  night,  if  it  were  to  re-?- 
deem  my  dear  Husband  from  his  grave. 

Lyd.  i  believe  you,  but  to  get  another.  Widow.  » 

Flip.  Another  Husband,  another  Husband,  foh  ! 

Lyd.  There  does  notpafs  a  . night  here,  but  many  a  match  is  made. 

Flip.  That  a  Woman  of  Honour  fhou’d  have  the  word  match  in  her  mouth's 
but  1  hope.  Madam,  the  Fellows  do  not  make  honourable  Love  here,  do  they? 

1  abominate  honourable  Love,  upon  my  Honour. 


Lyd.  If 


they  fhould  make 


em. 


honourable  Love  here,  I  know  you  would  prevent 

Vincent. 
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Vincent  and  Dapperwit  Re-ent  errand  walk  /lowly  towards  them , 

But  here  come  two  Men  will  inform  you  what  they  do. 

Flip.  Do  they  come  ?  are  they  Men  certainly  ? 

Lyd.  Prepare  for  an  Aflault,  they’l  put  you  to’t.  '  '  ' 

Flip.  Will  they  put  us  to’t  certainly?  I  whs  never  put  to’t  yet  if  they  (hou’d 
put  us  to’t,  I  Ihould  drop  down,  down  certainly. 

Lyd.  I  believe,  truly,  you  wou’d  not  have  power  to  run  away. 

Flip.  Therefore  I  will  not  Hay  the  pulh,  they  come,  they  come,  oh  the  Fel¬ 
lows  come  /  . .  '/ 


Flippant  runs  away  ,  Lydia  follows  ,  and  V incent  and 
Dypperwit  after  them.. 

Flippant  Re-enters  at  tothcr  door  alone.' 

So,  1  am  got  off  clear :  1  did  not  run  from  the  Men,  blit  my  Companion,  for  all 
their  brags,  Men  have  hardly  Courage  to  Fet  upon  uf,  when  our  number  is  e- 
qual  •,  now  they  fliall  fee  I  defie  ’em .-  for  we  Women  have  always  moft  Courage 
when  we  are  alone but  a  Pox — the  lazie  Rogues  come  not,,  or  they  are  Drunk 
and  cannot  run  :  Oh  drink  ,  abominable  drink  !  inficad  of  inflaming  Love,  it 
quenches  it,  and  for  one  Lover  it  incourages ,  it  makes  a.thoufand  impotent. 
Curfe  on  all  Wine,  even  Rhenifli-Wine  and  Sugar- — 

Enter  Addleplot  muffled  in  a  Cloak. 

But  Fortune  will  not  fee  me  want,  here  comes  a  (Ingle  Bully ,  I  wifh  he  may 
Hand ; 


For  now  anights  the  jo/l  ling  Nymph  is  bolder y 
■Than  modern  Satyr  with  his  Cloak  o^re  fhoulder.  '  ~  ■ 

Well  met,  Sir.  [_She  puts  on  her  tJdfask. 

Sir  Sim.  How  fliall  I  know  that,  forfooth,  who  are  you?  do  you  .know ‘me? 
»  Flip.  Who  are  you  ?  don’t  you  know  me  ? 

“  Sir  Sim.  Not, l  Faith  and  troth. 

Flip.  I  am  glad  ofi’t,  for  no  Man  e’er  lik’d  a  Woman  the  better  for  having 
know'n  her  before. 

Sir  Sim.  I,  but  then  one  can’t  be  fo  free  with  a  new  Acquaintance  ,  as  with 
an  old  one  ^  (he  may  deny  one  the  Civility.  V 

Flip.  Not  till  you  ask  her. 

Sir  Sim.  But  1  am  afraid  to  be  deny’d. 

Flip.  Let  me  tell  you,  Sir  ,  you  cannot  dif-oblige  us  Women  more,  than  in 
diilrufting  us. 

Sir  Sim.  Pifh,  what  fhou’d  one  ask  for,  when  you  know  one’s  meaning?  but 
:  Thall  I  deal  freely  with  you  ? 

Flip.  I  love  of  my  Life  Men  (hould  deal  freely  with  me  y  there  are  fo  few 

Men  will  deal  freely  with  one - 

Sir  Sim.  Are  you  not  a  Firefhip  ?  a  Punk,  Madam  ? 

,  Flip.  Well,  Sir,  I  Love  Raillery. 

Sir  Sim.  Faith  and  troth  1  do  not  railly,  I  deal  freely. 

Flip.  This  is  the  time  and  place  for  freedom.  Sir, 

Sir  Sim.  Are  you  hanclfom  ? 

Flip.  Joan* s  as  good  as  my  Lady  in  the  dark,  certainly  j  but]  Men  that  deal 
■'  freely,  never  ask  Queftions,  certainly. 

Sir 
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SUvSsm.  How  then  j  I  thought  to  deal  freely,  and  put  a  Women  fco  the 
Queftion,  had  been  all  one. 

Flip.  But  let  me  tell  you,  thofe  that  deal  freely,  indeed, take  a  Woman  by— 
Sir  Sim.  What,  what,  what,  what  ? 

Flip.  By  the  hand  and  lead  her  afide. 

Sir  Sim.  Nowr  I  underftand  you,  come  along  then. 

Enter  T orches  and  Mufick  at  a  diftancc. 

Flip.  What  unmannerlyRafcals  are  thofe  that  bring  light  into  thePark?  ’twill 
not  be  taken  well  from  ’em  by  theWomen  certainly;  Hill  difappointed— [Afide. 

Sir  Sim.  Oh  the  Fiddles ,  the  Fiddles ,  I  fent  for  them  hither  to  oblige  the 
Women,  not  offend  ’em  ;  for  1  intend  to  Serenade  the  whole  Park  to  night ; 
but  my  Frolick  is  not  without  an  intrigue,  Faith  and  troth  :  for  I  know  the  Fid¬ 
dles  will  call  the  whole  Herd  of  vizard  Masks  together  and  then  fhall  I.difco- 
ver  if  a  ftray’d  Miftrefs  of  mine  be  not  amongft  ’em  ,  whom  1  treated  to  night 
at  the  French-Efoufe  ;  but  as  foon  as  the  Jilt  had  eat  up  my  meat,  and  drank  her 
two  Bottles,  (he  run  away  from  me,  and  left  me  alone. 

Flip.  How  !  is  it  he  !  Addleplot ,  that  I  cou’d  not  know  him  by  his  and  Faith 
troth.  {.Afide, 

Sir  Sim.  Now  I  wou’d  underftand  her  tricks,  becaufe  1  intend  to  Marry  her, 
and  fiion’d  be  glad  to  know  what  1  muft  truft  to. 

Flip.  So  thou  fhalt,  but  not  yet.  {Afideax 

Sir  Sim.  Though  I  can  give  a  great  guefs  already  ;  for  if  I  have  any  intrigue  • 
or  fenfe  in  me,fhe  is  as  arrant  a  jilt, as  ever  Pull’d  Pillow  from  underHusband9s  ft 
head,  Faith  and  troth  :  moreover  file  isbowriegg’d,hopper-hipp’d,  and  betwixt 
Pomatum  and  Spanifh  Red,  has  a  Complexion  like  a  Holland  Cheefe,  and  no 
more  Teeth  left,  than  fuch  as  give  a  Hauft-gouft  to  her  breath  ;  but  fhe  is  rich 
fFaiih  and  troth.) 

Flip .  Oh  Rafcal !  he  has  heard  fome  body  elfe  fay  all  this  of  me  ;  but  I  muft 
not  difeo ver  my  fell,  left  1  fiiould  be  difappointed  of  ray  revenge ,  for  I  will-  - 
marry  him.  •  •  •  _  •  ,  {Afide, 

The  Torches  and  Mufick  approaching.-  {E:t.  Flippant, 

Sir  Sim.  What  gone?  come  then,  ftrike  up  my  lads. 

Enter  Men  and  Women  in  FAards,  and  Dance. 

Addleplot  for  the  moft  part  J landing  Jlill  in  a  Cloak  and  TAard ,  hut  fometimer 
going  about  peeping ,  and  examining  the  Womens  Cloaths  ;  the  Dance  ended. 

{Exeunt  Dancers,  Torches,  Mufick,  and  Addleplct, 
Enter  Flippant,  Lydia,  after  them  Vincent,  Dapperwit. 

Flip.  Nay,  if  yen  ftay  any  longer,  I  muft  leave  you  again.  {To  Lydia. 

Tin.  We  have  over-taken  them  at  lafc  again.  fFlip.^  off.- 

Thefe  arte  they:  they  feparate  too. 

And  that’s  but  a  challenge  to  ns. 

•  .  o 

Dap.  Let  me  Perifii,  Ladies - —  ■  . , 

Lyd.  Nay,  good  Madam,  let’s  unite,  now  here’s  the  common  Enemy  upon  us . 

Tin.  Damn  me.  Ladies’ - - — •*  .  : 

Dap.  Hold,  a  Pox  you  are  too  rough,  let  me  perifii,  Ladies. 

Lyd.  Not  for  want  of  breath.  Gentlemen,  wee’l  ftay  rather. 

Dap.  For  want,  of  your  favour  rather,  fweet  Ladies. 

FlhiL 


- 
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Flip.  That’s  Dapper  mi,  falfe  Villain  *,  but  he  muft  not  Know  I  am  here  •,  if  he 
fhould  ,  I  ffiouid  lofe  his  thrice  agreeable  Company  ,  and  he  would  run  from 
me ,  as  fall  as  from  the  Bayliffs.  What:  you  will  not  talk  with  ’em  I  hope  ? 

Lyd.  Yes,  but  I  will. 

Flip.  Then  you  are  a  Park-Woman  certainly,  and  you  will  take  it  kindly  if  1 

leave  you. 

Lyd.  No,  you  mini;  not  leave  me.  [Aparu 

■Flip.  Then  you  muft  leave  them. 

Lyd.  LU  fee  if  they  are  worfe  Company  then  you  Heft. 

Flip.  Monftrous  Impudence,  will  you  not  come  ?  Fulls  Lydia, 

Vin.  Nay,  Madam,  I  never  fufFer  any  violence  to  be  us’d  to  a  Woman  but 
what  I  do  my  felf  -,  (lie  muft  ftay,  and  you  muft  not  go. 

Flip.  Unhand  me,  you  rude  Fellow. 

Vin.  Nay,  now  1  am  fure  you  will  ftay  and  be  kind  for  coynefs  in  a  Wo¬ 
man  is  as  little  lign  of  true  modefty,  as  huffing  in  a  Man,  is  of  true  Courage. 

Dap.  Ufe  her  gently,  and  fpeak  foft  things  to  her. 

Lyd.  Now  do  I  guefs  I  know  my  Coxcomb.  *  [_Afide. 

Sir  ,  I  am  extr  emely  glad  I  am  fallen  into  the  hands  of  a  Gentleman  ,  that  can 
fpeak  foft  things  and  this  is  fo  fine  a  night  to  hear  foft  things  in  •,  Morning  I 
ffion’d  have  faid.  •  •  -  •  •  - 

Dap.  It  will  not  be  Morning,  dear  Madam,  till  you  pull  off* your  Mask  ^  that 
I  think  was  brisk -  [ 'AJide . 

Lyd.  Indeed,  dear  Sir,  my  Face  would  frighten  back  the  Sun. 

Dap.  With  glories,  more  radiant  than  his  own  •, 

I  keep  up  with  her,  I  think.  £Afide, 

Lyd.  But  why  wou’d  you  put  me  to  the  trouble  of  lighting  the  World, 
when  I  thought  to  have  gone  to  fleep  ? 

Dap.  You  only  can  do  it,  dear  Madam,  let  me  perifh. 

Lyd .  But  why  wou’d  you  (of  all  Men)  pra&ice  Treafon  againft  your  Friend 
Phoebus,  and  depofe  him,  for  a  meer  Stranger  ? 

Dap.  I  think  ffie  knows  me.  \_Afide. 

Lyd.  But  he  does  not  do  you  juftice  I  believe,  and  you  are  fo  politively 
cock-fure  of  your  Wit,  you  wou’d  refer  to  a  meer  ftranger  your  Plea  to  the 
Bay-tree.  .  '  f 

Dap.  She  jears  me,  let  me  perifh/  '  _  £Afide. 

Vin.  Dapper  wit,  a  little  of  your  aid,  for  my  Lady’s  invincibly  dumb. 

Lyd.  Wou’d  mine  had  been. fo  too.  [ 'Afide . 

Vtn.  I  have  us’d  as  many  Arguments  to  make  her  fpeak  ,  as  are  requifite  to 
make  other  Women  hold  their  tongues. 

Dap.  Well,  I  am  ready  to  change  Tides,  yet  before  I  go.  Madam  y  iince  the 
Moon  confents,  rrow  S  ffiou’d  fee  your  Face,  let  me  delire  you  to  puli  off  your 
Mask,  which  to  a  handfom  Lady  is  a  favour,  I’m  fare. 

Lyd.  Truly,  Sir,  I  muft  not  be  long  in  debt  to  you  for  the  obligation  ;  pray, 
let  me  hear  you  recite  fome  of  your  Verfes,  which  to  a  Wit, is  a  favour  I’m  fure. 

Dap.  Madam,  it  belongs  to  your  Sex  to  be  oblig’d  firft  *,  pull  off  your  Mask, 
and  I’ll  pull  out  my  Paper. 

Brisk  again  of  my  lide.  [ [Afide . 

Lyd . 


ZAfide, 
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Lyd.  ’Twou’d  be  in  vain,  for  you  would  want  a  Candle  now. 

Dap.  I  dare  not  make  ufe  again  of  the  luftre  of  her 
Face  :  I’ll  Wait  upon  you  home  then,  Madam. 

Lyd.  Faith  no,  I  believe  it  will  not  be  much  to  our  advantages,  to  bring  my 
Face  or  your  Poetry  to  light,  for  I  hope,  you  have  yet  a  pretty  good  opinion 
of  my  Face,  and  fo  have  I  of  your  Wit  ;  but  if  you  are  for  proving  your  Wit, 
why  do  not  you  write  a  Play  ? 

Day.  Becaufe  ’tis  now  no  more  reputation  to  write  a  Play  than  it  is  hopour 
to  be  a  Knight :  your  true  Wit  defpifes  the  Title  of  Poet ,  as  much  as  your 
true  Gentleman  the  Title  of  Knight;  for  as  a  Man  may  be  a  Knight  and  no 
Gentleman,  fo  a  Man  may  be  a  Poet  and  no  Wit,  let  me  perifh. 

Lyd.  Pray,  Sir,  how  are  you  dignifi’d  or  diftinguifh’d  amongft  the  rates  of 
Wits  ?  and  how  many  rates  are  there  ? 

Dap.  There  are  as  many  degrees  of  Wits,  as  of  Lawyers-,  as  there  is  frit 
your  Sollicitor,  then  your  Attorney,  then  your  Pleading-Counfei,  then  your 
Chamber-Counfel,  and  then  your  Judge  ;  fo  there  is  firft  your  Court- Wit,  your 
Coffee-Wit  ,  your  Poll-Wit ,  or  Pollitick-Wit ,  your  Chamber AVit ,  or 
Scribble- Wit,  and  laft  of  all,  your  judg-Wit,  or  Critick. 

Lyd.  But  are  there  as  many  Wits  as  Lawyers  ?  Lord,  what  will  become  of 
us  ?  what  employment  can  they  have  ?  how  are  they  known  ? 

Dap.  Firft  your  Court-Wit  is  a  fafhionable,infinuating,  flattering,  cringing, 
grimacing,  Fellow  ;  and  has  Wit  enough  to  follicit  a  fuit  of  Love  ;  and  if  he 
fail,  he  has  Malice  enough  to  ruin  the  Woman -with  a  dull  Lampoon,  but  he 
rails  Hill  at- the  Man  that  is  abfent,  for  you  mull;  know,  all  Wits  rail  ;  and  his 
Wit  properly  lies  in  Combing  Perruques,  matching  Ribbonds,  and  being  fevere 
as  they  call  it,  upon  other  Peoples  Cloaths. 

Lyd.  Now,  what  is  the  Coffee- Wit  ? 

Dap.  He  is  a  lying  cenforious ,  goffiping  quibiing  Wretch  ,  and  fets  People 
together  by  the  Ears  over  that  fober  drink  Coffee  •  he  is  a  Wit,  as  he  is  a 
Commentator  upon  the  Gazet,  and  he  rails  at  the  Pyrats  of  Algiere ,  the  Grand 
Signior  of  Conftantinople ,  and  the  Chrifcian  Grand  Signior. 

Lyd.  What  kind  of  Man  is  your  Poll- Wit  ? 

Dap.  He  is  a  fidgeting  ,  bufie,  dogmatical ,  hot-jieaded  Fop,  that  fpeak  al¬ 
ways  in  Sentences  and  Proverbs ,  ( as  others  in  fimilitudes)  and  he  rails  perpe¬ 
tually  againff  the  prefent  Government  ;  his  Wit  lies  in  proje&s  and  monopolies, 
and  penning  Speeches  for  young  Parliament  Men. 

Lyd.  But  what  is  your  Chamber-Wit,  or  Scribble-Wit  ? 

Dap.  He  is  a  poring,  melancholy  modeft  Sot,  afham’d  of  the  World;  lie 
fearches  all  the  Records  of  Wit ,  to  compile  a  Breviate  of  them  for  the  ufe  of 
Players,  Printers,  Book-fellers,  and  fometimes  Cooks,  Tobacco-mcn  he  irn- 
ploys  his  railing  againff  the  ignorance  of  the  Age, and  all  that  have. more  money 
than  he. 

Lyd.  Now  your  laff. 

Dap.  Your  Judge-Wit  or  Critick,  is  all  thefe  together,  and  yet  has  the  Wit 
to  be  none  of  them ;  he  can  think,  fpeak,  write,  as  well  as  all  the  reft  but  fcorns  • 
(himfelf  a  Judge)  to  be  judg'd  by  I’ofterity;  he  rails  at  all  the  other  Claffes  of 
Wits,  and  his  Wit  lies  in  damming  all  but  himfelf :  he  is  your  true  Wit. 

" .  .  <  D  v  Lyd. 
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Lyd.  Then,  l  fufpeft  you  are  of  his  Form. 

JDap.  I  cannot  deny  it,  Madam. 

yin.  Dapper  wit,  you  have  been  all  this  time  on  the  wrong  fide,  for  you  love  to 
talk  all,  and  here’s  a  Lady  wou’d  not  have  hindred  you. 

Dap .  A  Pox,  I  have  been  talking  too  long  indeed  here  •,  for  Wit  is  loft  up¬ 
on  a  filly  weak  Woman,  as  well  as  Courage.  '  [ 'Afide . 

Fin.  I  have  us’d  all  common  means  to  move  a  WomansTongue  and  Mask  I 
call’d  her  ugly,  old, and  old  Acquaintance,and  yet  Ihe  wou’d  not  difprove  me  : 
but  here  comes  Ranger ,  let  him  try  what  he  can  do, for  fince  my  Miftrefs  is  dog¬ 
ged,  I’ll  go  deep  alone.  [Exit. 

Ranger  Enters. 

Lyd.  Ranger !  ’tis  he  indeed  *,  I  am  forry  he  is  here  ,  but  glad  I  difcovered 
him  before  I  went ,  yet  he  muft  not  difcover  me  ,  left  I  Ihould  be  prevented 
hereafter,  in  finding  him  out,  falfe  Ranger.  [. Afide . 

Nay,  if  they  bring  frefh  force  upon  us.  Madam,  ’tis  time  to  quit  this  Field. 

[Ex.  Lyd.  Flip. 

Ran.  What,  play  with  your  quarrey  till  it  fly  from  you. 

Dap.  You  frightned  it  aWay. 

Ran.  Ha  /  is  not  one  of  thofe  Ladies  in  mourning  ?  - 

Dap.  All  Women  are  fo  by  this  light. 

Ran.  But  you  might  eafily  defcern  it,  don’t  you  know  her  ? 

Dap.  No. 

Ran.  Did  you  talk  with  her/? 

Dap.  Yes,  (he’s  one  of  your  brisk  filly  Baggages. 

Ran.  ’Tis  ftie,  ’tis  fhe,  I  was  afraid  I  faw  her  before,  let  us  follow  ’em,  pri¬ 
thee  make  hafte.  [Exeunt. 

’Tis  Lydia.  ^  C Afide . 

Lydia,  my  Lady  Flippant  return  at  the  other  door , 

Ranger,  Dapperwit,  following  them  at  a  difiance. 

Lyd.  They  follow  us  yet  1  fear. 

Flip.  You  do  not?  fear  it  certainly  ,  otherwife  ,  you  wou’d  not  have  encour¬ 
ag’d  them.  „  , 

Lyd.  For  Heavens  fake  ,  Madam,  wave  your  quarrel  a  little  ^  and  let  us  pafs 
by  your  Coach,  and  fo  on  foot  to  your  Acquaintance  in  the  old  Pell-Mell  *,  for 
I  would  not  be  difcover’d  toy  the  Man  that  came  up  laft  to  us.  [Exeunt. 

The  Scene  changes  to  Chriftinab  Lodging. 

Enter  Chriftina,  Ifabel. 

If  a.  For  Heavens  fake  undrefs  your  felf.  Madam  they’ll  not  return  to  night, 
all  People  have  left  the  Park  an  hour  ago. 

Chri.  What  is’t  a  Clock  ? 

Ifa.  ’Tis  paft  one. 

Chri.  It  cannot  be. 

Ifa.  I  thought,  that  time  had  only  ftolen  from  happy  Lovers ;  the  Difconfo- 
late  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  tell  the  Clock. 

Chri.  I  can  only  keep  account  with  my  Misfortunes. 

If  a.  I  am  glad  they  are  not  innumerable. 

Chri.  And  truly  my  undergoing  fo  often  your  impertinency,  is  not  the  leaft 
ofthem. 
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Ifa.  I  am  then  more  glad  ,  Madam,  for  then  they  cannot  be  great,  and  it  is 
in  my  power, it  feems,  to  make  you  in  part  happy,  if  I  cou’d  but  hold  this  vil- 
lanous  tongue  of  mine,  but  then  let  the  People  of  the  Town  hold  their  tongues 
if  they  will,  for  I  cannot  but  tell  you  what  they  fay. 

Cbri.*  What  do  they  fay  ? 

Ifa.  Faith,  Madam,  I  am  afraid  to  tell  you,  now  I  think  on’t. 

Cbri.  Is  it  fo  ill  ? 

Ifa.  Oh,  fuch  bafe  unworthy  things.  , 

Cbri.  Do  they  fay,  I  was  really  Clermont* s  Wench  as  he  boafted  •,  and  that; 
the  ground  of  the  quarrel  betwixt  Valentine  and  him,  was  not  Valentine* s  Vin¬ 
dication  of  my  honour,  but  Clerimont's  jealoufie  of  him. 

Ifa.  Worfe,  worfe  a  thoufand  times,  fuch  Villanous  things  to  the  utter  ruin 
of  your  Reputation. 

Cbri.  What  are  they  ? 

Ifab.  Faith,  Madam,  you’ll  be  angry ,’tis  the  old  trick  of  Lovers  to  hate  their 
Informers,  after  they  have  made ’em  fuch.  ;  .. 

Cbri.  I  will  not  be  angry. 

Ifab.  They  fay  then.  Since  Mr.  Valentine's  flying  into  France ,  you  are  grown 
mad,  have  put  your  felf  into  Mourning,  live  in  a  dark  Room,  where  you’ll  fee 
no  body,  nor  take  any  reft  day  or  night,  but  rave  and  talk  to  your  felf  perpe¬ 
tually. 

Cbri.  Now  what  elfe  ? 

Ifab.  But  the  fureft  fign  of  your  madnefs  is,  they  fay,  becaufe  you  are  des¬ 
perately  refolv’d  fin  cafe  my  Lord  Clerimont  fhould  dye  of  his  wounds)  to 
Tranfport  your  felf . rind  Fortune  into  France,  to  Mr.  Valentine ,  a  Man  that 
has  not  a  groat  to  return  you  in  Exchange. 

Cbri.  All  this  hitherto,  is  true  ^  now  to  the  reft. 

Ifab.  Indeed  Madam,  I  have  no  more  to  tell  you  ,  I  was  forry,  I’m  fure,  to 
hear  fo  much  of  any  Lady  of  mine. 

Cbri.  Infupportable  infolence. 

Ifab.  This  is  feme  revenge  for  my  want  of  fleep  to  night  ^  fo  I  hope  my  old 
Second  is  come  ^  ’tis  feafonable  relief.  [  Afide .  F Knocking  at  the  door. 

Cbri.  Unhappy  Valentine ,  cou’dft  thou  but  *  [Exit.  Ifabella. 

fee  how  foon  thy  abfence,  and  mif-fortunes  have  disbanded  all  thy  Friends, and 
turn’d  thy  Slaves  all  Renegades,thou  fure  wou’dft  prize  my  only  Faithful  Heart. 

Enter  my  Lady  Flippant,  Lydia,  Ifabel,  to  her. 

Flip.  Hail  Faithful  Shepherdefs  ♦,  but  truly,  I  had  not  kept  my  word  with 
you,  in  coming  back  to  night,  if  it  had  not  been  for  this  Lady  ,  who  has  her 
intrigues  too  with  the  Fellows,  as  well  as  you. 

Lyd.  Madam  ,  under  my  Lady  Flippants  protection,  I  am  confident  to  beg 
yours.-,  being  juft  now  purfu’d  out  of  the  Park,  by  a  Relation  of  mine,  by  whom 
it  imports  me  extreamly  not  to  bedifeover’d  ^  but  I  fear  he  is  now  at  the  door. 

f  Knocking  at  the  door. 

Let  me  defire  you  to  deny  me  to  him  couragioufly,  [To  Ifabel  going  out. 

For  he  will  hardly  believe  he  can  be  miftaken  in  me. 

Cbri.  In  fuch  an  occafion  where  impudence  is  requifite,  fbe  will  ferve  you, 
as  Faithfully  as  you  can  wifli,  Madam. 

D  2  Flip . 
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Flip.  Come,  come,  Madam  ,  do  not  upbraid  her  with  her  aflurance,  a  qua¬ 
lification  that  only,  fits  her  for  a  Ladies  Service  ^  a  fine  Woman  of  the  Town, 
can  be  no  more  without  a  Woman  that  can  make  an  excufe  with  an  aflurance, 
tfcan;,fhc  can  be  without  a  glafs  certainly. . 

C  ri.  She  needs  no  Advocate,  •  '' 

Flip.  How  can  any  one  alone  manage  an  amorous  intrigue  y  though  the  Birds 
are  tame,  fame  body  mull  help  draw  the  Net  •,  if  ’twere  not  for  a  Woman  that 
could  make  an  excufe  with  aflurance,  how  fhou’d  we  wheedle,  jilt, trace,  difco- 
ver,  countermine,  undermine,  and  blow  up  the  flunking  Fellows,  which  is  all 
t  he  plea  fine  I  receive,  or  delign  by  them  •  for  I  never  admitted  a  Man  to  my 
Converfation,  but  for  his  punifhment  certainly.  ' 

Chri.  No/body  will  doubt  that,  certainly. 

I  label  returns. 

Ifab.  Madam  ,  the  Gentleman  will  not  be  miftaken  he  fays  you  are  here  ,  he 
law  you  come  in  ^  he  is  your  Relation,  his  Name’s  Ranger ,  and  is  come  to  wait 
upon  you  home  ^  I  had  much  ado  to  keep  him  from  coming  up. 

Lyd.  Madam,  for  Heavens  fake  help  me,  ’tis.yet  in  your  Power,  if  but  while 
1  retire  into  your  Dining-room, you  will  pleafe  to  perforate  me,  [To  Chriftina. 
and  own  your  fell,  for  her,  he  purfu’d  out  of  the  Park  you  are  in  Mourning 
too,  and  your  Stature  fo  much  mine,  it  will  not  contradict  you.  - 

Chri.  I  am  lorry.  Madam ,  I  mult  difpute  any  Command  of  yours  •,  I  have 
made  a  refolution  to  fee’the  Face  of  no  Man,  till  an  unfortunate  Friend  of  mine, 
now  out  of  the  Kingdom,  return. 

Lyd:  By  that  Friend  ,  and  by  the  hopes  you  have  fo  fee  him  let  me  conjure 
you  to  keep  me  from  the  fight  of  mine  now  }  Dear  Madam  ,  let  your  Charity 
prevail  over  your  Superftition. 

Ifab.  He  comes.,  he  comes.  Madam, 

,  Ranger  enters. 

Lydia  withdraws  and  j lands  unfeen  at  the  door. 

Ran.  Fla  !  this  is  no  Lydia. 

Chri.  What  unworthy  defamer  has  encouraged  you  to  offer  me  this  Info- 

knee. 

Ran.  She  is  Iiker  Lydia  in  her  ftyle,  than  her  Face  *  I  fee  I  am  miftaken,  but 
to  tdl  her  I  follow'd  her  for  another,  were  an  affr-dht ,  rather  than ^ a# 
■  excufe  0  (he’s  a  glorious  Creature.  .  [jdfide. 

Chri .  Tell  me,  Sir,  whence  had  you  reafon  for  this  your  rude  purfuit  of  me, 
into  my  Lodging,  my  Chamber  ^  why  fhould  you  follow  me  ? 

Ran.  Faith,  Madam,  becaufe  you  run  away' from  me. 

Chri.  That  was  no  lign  of  an  acquaintance. 

Ran.  You’ll  pardon  me,  Madam.  ' 

Chri.  Then  it  feeras  you  miftook  me  for  another,  and  the  night  is  your 
excufe,  which  blots  out. all  diltindiofis :  but  now  you  are  fatisfied -in  your 
miftake.  I  hope,  you  will  feek  out  your  Woman  in  another  place. 

Ran.  Madam,  I  allow  not  the  excufe  you  make  for  me  •  if  I  have  offended, 
I  will  rather  be  condemned  for  my  love,  than  pardon’d  for  my  infenfibility. 

Lyd,  .How’s  that  ?  [Behind. 

Chri,  What  do  you  fav  ? 

Ran. 
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Ran.  Though  the  night  had  been  darker,  my  heart  wou’d  not  have  fuller’d 
me  to  follow  any  one  but  you  ;  he  has  been  too  long  acquainted  with  you,  to 
miftake  you. 

Lyd.  What  means  this  tendernefs  ;  he  miftookme  for  her  fure?  £ Behind . 

Cbri.  What  fayes  the  Gentleman  ?  did  you  know  me  then,  Sir  ? 

Ran.  Not  I,  the  Devil  take  me,  but  I  mult  on  now.  >  HAfide. 

Cou’d  you  imagine.  Madam,  by  the  innumerable  crowd  of  your  Admirers,  you 
had  left  any  Man  free  in  the  Town,  or  ignorant  of  the  Power  of  your  Beauty. 
Chri.  1  never  faw  your  face  before,  that  {  remember. 

Ran.  Ah  Madam  /  you  wou’d  never  regard  your  humb’left  Slave  ;  I  was  till 
now  a  modeft  Lover. 

Lyd.  Falfeft  of  Men.  £ Behind . 

Chri.  My  Woman  faid,  you  came  to  feek  a  Relation  here  ,  not  a  Miftrefs. 
Ran.  I  mull  confefs,  Madam  I  thought  you  wou’d  fooner  difprove  my 
diflembled  Error,  than  admit  my  Vilit  •  and  I  was  refolv’d  to  fee  yon. 

Lyd.  ’Tis  clear.  £ Behind . 

Ran.  Indeed,  when  I  follow’d  you  firft  out  of  the  Park,  I  was  afraid  you 
might  have  been  a  certain  Relation  of  mine,  for  your  Statures  and  Habits  ate 
the  fame  •  but  when  you  enter’d  here,  I  was  with  joy  convinc’d :  Bdides, 

I  would  not  for  the  World  have  given  her  troublefome  love,  fo  much  encourage¬ 
ment,  to  have  difturb’d  my  future  addrefles  to  you  ;  for  the  foolilh  Woman 
do’s  perpetually  torment  me,  to  make  our  Relation  nearer  ;  but  never  more 
in  vain,  thanfmee  1  have  feen  you,  Madam. 

Lyd.  How  fhall  I  fuffer  this  ?  ’tis  clear  he  difapoiqted  me  to  night  for  her, 
and  made  me  ftay  at  home,  that  I  might  not  difapppint  him  of  her  Company 
in  the  Park.  £ Behind . 

Chri.  I  am  amaz’d  !  but  let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  if  the  Lady  were  here,  1  wou’d 
fatisfie  her,  the  fight  of  me  fhou’d  never  fruftrate  her  ambitious  defigns  upon 
her  cruel  Kinfman. 

Lyd.  I  wifh  you  cou’d  fatisfie  me.  [ [Behind . 

Ran.  If  file  were  here,  fhe  wou’d  fatisfie  you,  Ihe  were  not  capable  of  the 
honour  to  be  taken  for  you  (though  in  the  dark)  faith,  my  Coufin.is  but  a. tole¬ 
rable  Women  to  a  man  that  had  not  feen  you. 

Chri.  Sure  to  my  Plague,  this  is  the  firft  time  you  ever  faw  me  ? 

Ran.  Sure  to  the  Plague  of  my  poor  heart,  ’tis  not  the  hundreth  time  I  have 
■feen  you;  for  fince  the  time  I  faw  you  firft,  you  have  not  been  at  the  Park,  Play- 
houfe,  Exchange,  or  other  publick  place,  but  1  faw  you  ;  for  it  was  my  bufinefs 
to  watch  and  follow  you. 

Chri.  Pray,  when  did  you  fee  meiaft  at  the  Park,  Play-houfe,  or  Exchange. 
Ran.  Some  two,  three  days,  or  a  Week  ago. 

Chri.  I  have  not  been  this  Month  out  of  this  Chamber. 

Lyd.  That  is  to  delude  me.  £ Behind . 

Chri.  I  knew  you  were  miftaken. 

Ran.  You’ll  pardon  a  Lovers  memory,  Madam. 

A  Pox,  I  have  bang’d  my  felf  in  my  own  line,  one  would  think,  my  perpetual- 
ill  luck  in  lying  ,  Ihoukl  break  me  of  the  quality  •  but  like  a  loofing  G'amfter, 

I  am  frill  for  pufhing  on,  till  none  will  truft  me,  £  dfide*. 
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Chri.  Come,  Sir,  you  run  out  of  one  Errour  into  a  greater,  you  would  Ex: 
cufe  the  rudenefs  of  your  miflake,and  intrufion  at  this  hour,  into  my  Lodgings, 
with  your  gallantry  to  me,  more  unfeafonable  and  offenfive. 

Ran.  Nay,  I  am  in  love  I  fee,  for  I  blufh,  and  have  not  a  word  to  fay  for 
my  felf. 

Chri.  But,  Sir,  if  you  will  needs  play  the  Gallant,  pray  leave  my  Houfe 
before  Morning,  left  you  fliould  be  feen  go  hence,  to  the  fcandal  of  my  honour. 

Chri.  Rather  than  that  fhou’d  be,  I’ll  call  up  the  Houfe  and  Neighbours  to 
bear  witnefs,  I  bid  you  be  gone. 

Ran.  Since  you  take  a  night-vifit  fo  ill.  Madam,  I  will  never  wait  upon  you 
again,  but  by  day  •,  I  go,  that  I  may  hope  to  return,  and  for  once,  I  wifh  you 
a  good  night  without  me. 

Chri.  Good  night,  for  as  long  as  I  live.  [£*.  Ranger. 

Lyd.  And  good  night  to  my  love.  I’m  fure.  .  f Behind . 

Chri.  Though  I  have  done  you  an  inconfiderable  fervice,  I  alfure  you. 
Madam,  you  are  not  a  little  oblig’d  to  me. 

Pardon  me,  dear  Valentine.  \_Afide. 

Lyd.  I  know  not  yet,  whether  I  am  more  oblig’d  than  injur’d  }  when  I  do 
I  allure  you.  Madam,  I  lhall  not  be  infeniible  of  either. 

Chri.  I  fear.  Madam  ,  you  are  as  liable  to  miftak^s,  as  your  Kinfman. 

Lyd.  I  fear,  I  am  more  fubjed  to  ’em,  it  may  be  for  want  of  deep,  therefore 
f  11  go  home. 

Chri.  My  Lady  Flippant ,  good  night. 

Flip.  Good  night,  or  rather  good  morrow,  faithful  Shepherdefs. 

Chri.  I’ll  wait  of  you  down. 

Lyd.  Your  Coach  flays  yet,  I  hope. 

Flip.  Certainly. 


The  Scene ,  the  Street. 

Enter  Ranger,  and  Dapperwit. 

Dap.  I  was  a  faithful  Sentinel,  no  body  came  out,  let  me  perifh. 

Ran.  No,no,  1  hunted  upon  a  wrong  fcent ;  I  thought  I  had  follow’d  a  Wo¬ 
man,  but  found  her  an  Angel. 

Dap.  What  is  her  Name  ? 

Ran.  That  you  mull  tell  me  ^  What  very  find  Woman  is  there  lies  here¬ 
abouts  ? 

Dap.  Faith,  I  know  not  any,  Ihe  is  I  warrant  you  fome  fine  Woman,  of  a 
Terms  {landing  or  fo  in  the  Town  -0  fuch  as  feldom  appear  in  pub  lick  ,  but  in 
there  Balcones,  where  they  fland  fo  conflantly,  one  would  think  they  had  hir’d 
no  other  part  of  the  Houfe. 

Ran.  And  look  like  the  Pidures,  which  Painters  expofe  to  draw  in  Cuflom*- 
ers  but  I  muft  know  who  Ihe  is,  Vincents  Lodging  is  hard  by  ,  I’ll  go  and  en¬ 
quire  of  him,  and  lye  with  him  to  night  ^  but  if  he  will  not  let  me,  I’ll  lye  with 

you,  for  my  lodging  is  too  far  off - — 

Dap.  Then  I  will  go  before,  and  exped  you  at  mine. 


-  [Ex. 
The 
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7  he  Scene,  Vincent 's  Lodging. 

Enter  Vincent,  and  Valentine,  in  a  riding  habit ,  as  newly  from  a  Journey. 

Vin.  Your  Miftrefs,dear  Valentine ,  will  not  be  more  glad  to  fee  you  *,  but  my 
wonder  is  no  lefs  then  my  joy,  that  yon  wou’d  return  ere  you  were  inform’d 
Clerimont  were  out  of  Danger  ^  his  Surgeons  themfelves,  have  not  been  ahur’d 
of  his  recovery,  till  within  thefe  two  days. 

Val.  I  fear’d  my  Miilrefs ,  not  my  Life  my  Life. I  cou’d  trufl  again  with 
my  old  Enemy,  Fortune:,  but  not  longer,  myMiftrefs,  in  the  hands  of  my 
greater  Enemies,  her  Relations. 

Vin.  Your  fear  was  in  the  wrong  Place  then  ,  for  though  my  Lord  Clerimont 
live,  he  and  his  Relations,  may  put  you  in  more  Danger  of  your  Lite,  than  you 
Miftrefles  Relations  can  of  looting  her. 

Val.  Wou’d  any  cou’d  fecure  me  her  ,  I  wou’d  my  felffecure  my  Life,  for  I 
IhOuld  value  it  then. 

Vin.  Come,  come,  her  Relations  can  do  you  no  hurt  I  dare  fwear,  If  her 
Mother  Ihou’d  but  fay,  your  Hat  did  not  cock  handfomly,  file  wou’d  never  ask 
her  Blefling  again. 

Val.  Prithee  leave  thy  fooling,  and  tell  me,  if  fince  my  departure,  She  has 
given  evidences  of, her  love,  to  clear  thofe  doubts  I  went  away  with,  for  as  ab- 
fence  is  the  bane  of  common  and  baftard  Love  ’tis  the  vindication  of  that, 
which  is  true  and  generous. 

Vin.  .  Nay,  if  you  cou’d  ever  doubt  her  Love,  you  deferve  to  doubt  on  ^  for 
there  is  no  punifinnent  great  enough  for  Jealoufie,  but  Jdaloufie. 

Val.  You  may  remenber,  I  told  you  before  my  flight,  I  had  quar-tell’d  with 
the  defamer  of  my  Millrefs,  but  thought  1  had  kitl’d  my  Rival. 

Vin.  But  pray  give  me  now  the,Anfwer,  which  thefuddennefs  of  your  flight 
deny’d  me  how  cou’d  Clerimont  hope  to  fubdue  her  heart,  by  the  allault  of 
her  honour  ? 

Val.  Pifh,  it  might  be  the  firatagem  of  a  Rival,  to  make  me  defifL 

Vin.  For  fiiame,  if  ’twere  not  rather  to  vindicate  her,  than  fatisfie  you,  1 
wou’d  not  tell  you,  how  like  a  Penelope  fhe  has  behav’d  her  felf  in  your  abfence. 

Val.  Let  me  know. 

Vin.  Then  know,  the  next  day  you  went,  fne  put  her  felf  into  mourning, 
and - 

Val.  That  might  be  for  Clerimont ,  thinking  him  dead,  as  all  the  World  be** 
iides  thought. 

Vin.  Still  turning  the  Daggers  point  on  your  felf,  hear  me  out  ^  I  fay  file 

put  her  felf  into  Mourning  for  you - lock’d  up  her  felf  in  her  Chamber,  this 

Month  for  you - fhut  out  her  barking  Relations  for  you- - has  not  feen  the 

Sun  or  Face  of  Man,  fince  fhe  faw  you - thinks ,  and  talks  of  no  thing  but 

you - fends  to  me  daily, to  hear  of  you - and  in  fiiort  (1  think J  is  madior 

you - all  this  I  can  fwear,  for  I  am  to  her  fo  near  a  Neighbour,  and  fo  inqui- 

iitive  a  Friend  for  you - 


Servant  to  them , 
Ser.  Mr.  Ranger ,  Sir,  is  coming  up,. 


¥  in. 


26  Love  in  a  Wood,  Or, 

Vin.  What  brings  him  now  ?  he  comes  to  lye  with  me. 

Val.  Who,  Ranger? 

Vin.  Yes,  pray  retire  a  little,  till  I  fend  him  off,  nnlefs  yon  have  a  mind  to 
have  your  arrival  publifh’d  to  morrow,  in  the  Coffee-Houfes. 

Ran.  What,  not  yet  a-bed  ?  your  Man  is  laying  you  to  deep. 

f  Valentine  retires  to  the  door  behind. 

with  Ufquebaugh  or  Brandy,  is  he  not  fo  ? 

Vin.  What  Punk  will  not  be  troubled  with  you  to  night,  therefore  I  am,  is 
it  not  fo  ?  . 

Ran.  I  have  been  turn’d  out  of  doors  indeed  juft  now  ,  by  a  Woman,  but 
fuch  a  Woman,  Vincent - 

Vin.  Yes,  yes,  your  Women  are  always  fuch  Women. - 

Ran.  A  Neighbour  of  yours,  and  Pm  fure  the  fineft  you  have. 

Vin  Prithee  do  not  afperfe  my  Neighbourhood  with  your  Acquaintance  ^ 
’twould  bring  a  Scandal  upon  an  Alley. 

Ran.  Nay,  I  do  not  know  her,  therefore  I  come  to  you. 

Vin.  ’Twas  no  wonder,  fhe  turn’d  you  out  of  doors  then  ^  and  if  die  had 
known  you,  ’twould  have  been  a  wonder  fhe  had  let  you  flay  ^  but  where  does 
file  live  ? 

Ran.  Five  Doors  off  on  the  right  hand. 

Vin.  Pifh,  pifh - 

Ran.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Vin.  - - Does  fhe  live  there,  do  you  fay  ? 

Ran.  Yes,  I  obferv’d  them  exa&ly,  that  my  account  from  you,  might  be  as 
exaft  ^  do  you  know  who  lives  there  ? 

Vin.  Yes,  fo  w7ell,  that  I  know  you  are  miftaken. 

Ran.  Is  fhe  not  a  young  Lady  fcarce  eighteen,  of  extraordinary  Beauty,  her 
flature  next  to  low,  and  in  mourning  ? 

Val.  Wdiat  is  this  ?  f Behind . 

Vin.  She  is  but  if  you  faw  her,  you  broke  in  at  Window. 

Ran.  I  chas’d  her  home  from  the  Park,  indeed,  taking  her  for  another  Lady 
who  had  fome  claim  to  my  heart,  ’till  fhe  fhew’d  a  better  title  to’t. 

Vin.  Hah,  hah,  hah. 

Vai.  Was  fhe  at  Park  then  ?  and  have  I  a  new  Rival  ?  [ Behind . 

Vin.  From  the  Park  did  you  follow  her  ,  do  you  fay  I  knew  you  were  mif¬ 
taken. 

Ran.  I  tell  you  I  am  not. 

Vin.  If  you  are  fure,  it  was  that  Houfe,  it  might  be  perhaps  her  Woman 
llollen  to  the  Park,  unknown  to  her  Lady. 

Ran.  My  Acquaintance  does  ufually  begin  with  the  Maid  firft,  but  now  ’twas 
with  the  Miftrefs,  I  afFure  you. 

Vin.  The  Miff  refs !  I  tell  you  ,  file  has  not  been  out  of  her  doors  fince 
V alentincre' s  flight  ^  fhe  is  his  Miflrefs,  the  great  Heirefs  Chrijlina. 

Ran.  I  tell  you  then  again  I  followd  that  Chrijiina  from  the  Park  home,where 
I  talk’d  with  her  half  an  hour,  and  intend  to  fee  her  to  Morrow  again. 

Val.  Would  fhe  talk  with  him  too  ?  £ Behind . 

Vin.  It  cannot  be. 

Ran. 
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Ran.  Chriftina ,  do  you  call  her?  Faith  i  am  forry  file  is  anHeirefs,  left  it 
Ihonld  bring  the  fcandal  of  intereft,  and  defign  of  lucre  upon  my  Love. 

Vin.  No,  no,  her  Face  and  Virtues  will  free  you  from  that  cenfure  y  but 
however,  ’tis  not  fairly  done  to  Rival  your  Friend  Valentine  in  his  ah  fence  y 
and  when  he  is  prefent,  you  know  'twill  be  dangerous,  by  my  Lord  Clermont* s 
Example  y  Faith  if  you  have  feen  her,  I  would  not  advife  you  to  attempt  it 
again. 

Ran.  You  may  be  merry.  Sir,  you  are  not  in  Lovey  your  advice  I  came  not 
for,  nor  will  i  for  your  affiftance  •,  good  night. 

Val.  Here’s your  Penelope,  the  Woman  that  V_Ex.  Ranger, 

had  not  feen  the  Sun  ,  nor  Face  of  Man,  lince  my  departure  y  for  it  feems  (lie 
goes  out  in  the  night,  when  the  Sun  is  abfent,  and  faces  are  not  diftinguifh’d. 

Vin.  Why,  do  you  believe  him*? 

Val.  S hon’d  I  believe  you  ? 

Vin.  ’Twere  more  for  your  intereft,  and  you  wou’d/be  lefs  deceiv’d  y  if  you 
believe  him,  you  muft  doubt  the  Gbaftity  of  all  the  fine  Women  in  Town,  and 
five  miles  about.. 

Flak  His  reports  of  them,  will  little  invalidate  his  teftimony  with  me. 

Vin.  He  fpares  not  the  innocents  in  Bibs  and  Aprons  (Pll  fecure  youj  he 
has  made  (  at  belt-)  fome  grofs  miftake  concerning  Chrtftina ,  which  to  Morrow 
will  aifcover  y  in  the  mean  time  let  ns  go  deep. 

Val.  I  will  not  hinder  you,  becaufe  l  cannot  enjoy  it  my  felf  * 

Hunger,  Re  venge ,  to  Jlcep  are  pity  Foes, 

But  only  Death  the  jealous  Eyes '  can.;  clofe.  £ Exeunt . 


AC  T  m.  TSCENE  I. 

,  Croisbif tsliovfc. 

yi\  :  f; 

Enter  Mrs.  Joyner,  Mrs.  Cwpbhe . 


Joyn, 


Ood  Morrow,  GpfTip. 

Crof,  Good  Morrow  ,’,  but  why  up  fo  early,  good  Goflip  ? 

Joyn.  My  care  and  palSonatc  concern  for  you,  and  yours,  wou’d  not  let  me 
reft  (  in  truly. )  ; 

Crop  .For  me  and  mine  ? 

Joyn.  You  know,  we  have  known  one  another  long  •  I  think  it  be  fome  nine 
and  thirty  years  fince  you  were  Married. 

Crof.  Nine  and  thirty  years  old,  Miflrefs  ?  I’d  have  you  to  know,  l  am  no 
far  born  Child  y  and  if  the  Regifter  had  not  been  burn’d  in  the  laft  great  Fire, 
alas  y  but  my  Face  needs  no  Regiiter  fare  :  nine  and  thirty  years  old,  laid  you, 
Mifrrefs  ? 

Joyn.  I  Laid  you  had  been  fo  long  Married  y  but,  indeed,  you  bear  your  years 
as  well  as  any  file  in  Pepper- Alley. 

Crof.  Nine  and  thirty.  Milt  refs?  E  Joyn. 
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Joyn.  This  it  is  ^  a  Woman, now-adays,  had  rather  you  ftiould  find  her  faulty 
with  a  Man,  1  warrant  you,  than  difcover  her  Age,  I  warrant  you. 

Crof  Marry  and  Tis  the  greater  fecret  far  ^  tellaMifer  he  is  rich,  and  a 
Woman  (he  is  old  ^  you  will  get  no  Money  of  him,  nor  kindnefs  of  her  :  to 
tell  me  I  was  nine  and  thirty  (I  fay  no  more) ’t was  unneighbourly  done  of  you, 
Mifi  refs. 

Joyn.  My  memory  confeffes  my  Age ,  it  feems,  as  much  as  my  Face,  for 
I  thought . - 

Crof.  Pray  talk,  nor  think  no  more  of  any  ones  Age  ^  but  fay,  what  brought 
you  hither  io  early  ? 

Joyn.  How  does  my  fweet  God-daughter  ?  Poor  Wretch. 

Crof.  Well,  very  well. 

Joyn.  Ah  fweet  Creature  alas,  alas,  I  am  forry  for  her. 

Crof.  Why,  what  has  (he  done  to  defer ve  your  forrow,  or  my  reprehenfion  ? 

Lucy  comes  to  the  door. 

Lucy.  What,  are  they  talking  of  me  ?  '  f  Behind . 

Joyn.  In  fnort,  (he  was  feen  going  into  the  Meeting-houfe  of  the  Wicked, 
otherwifc  called  the  Play-Houfe,  hand  in  hand,  with  that  vile  Fellow  Dapperwit. 

Crof  Mr.  Dapperwit  ^  let  me  tel)  you  ,  if  ’twere  not  for  Mafter  Dapperwit , 
weinight  have  liv’d  all  this  Vacation  upon  Green  Cheefe,  Tripe,  and  Ox-cheek-, 
if  he  had  it,  we  (hould  not  want  it }  but  poor  Gentleman,  it  often  goes  hard 
with  him,fov  he’s  a  Wit. 

Joyn.  So  then,  you  are  the  Dog  to  be  fed,  while  the  Houfe  is  broken  up  ^ 
1  fay  beware,  the  fweet  bits  you  fwallowgwill  make  your  Daughters  belly  fwell, 
Miftrefs-,and  after  all  y our Junkets,t  here  will  be  a  bone  for  you  to  pick,Miffrefs. 

Crof.  Sure,  Mafter  Dapperwit  is  no  fuch  manner  of  Man  ? 

Joyn.  He  is  a  Wit,  you  fay,  and  what  are  Wits?  but  contemners  of  Matrons, 
Seducers,  or  Defamers  of  married  Women,  and  Deflourers  of  helpleft  Virgins, 
even  in  the  Streets ,  upon  the  very  bulks  Affronters  of  midnight  Magiftracy, 
and  Breakers  of  Windows  in  a  word. 

Crof.  But  he  is  a  little-Wit,  a  modeft  Wit,  and  they  do  no  fuch  outragious 
things  as  your  great  Wits  do. 

Joyn.  Nay,  1  dare  fay,  he  will  not  fay  himfelf  he  is  a  little  Wit ,  if  you  ask 
him. 

Lucy.  Nay,  I  cannot  hear  this  with  Patience  •  with  your  Pardon,  [ 'Afide . 
Mother,  you  arfe  as  much  miftaken,  as  my  God-mother  in  Mr.  Dapperwit  ^  for 
he  is  as  great  a  Wit  as  any,  and  in  what  he  fpeaks  or  writes,  as  happy  as  any  \ 
I  can  affufe  you,  he  contemns  all  your  tearing  Wits,  in  companion  of  himfelf. 

Joyn.  Alas,  poor  young  Wretch,  I  cannot  blame  thee  fo  much  as  thy  Mo¬ 
ther,  for  thou  art  not  thy  felf  ^  his  bewitching  Madrigals  have  charm’d  thee 
into  fome  Heathenifh  Imp  with  a  hard  name. 

Lucy.  Nymph,  you  mean,  God-mother. 

Joyn.  But  you  Goflip,  know  what’s  what  •  Yefterday,  as  I  told  you,  a  fine 
Old  Alderman  of  the  City,  feeing  your  Daughter  in  fo  ill  hands  as  Dapperwit1  s% 
was  zealoufiy,  and  in  pure  Charity,  bent  upon  her  redemption  ^  and  has  fent 
me  to  tell  you,  he  will  take  her  into  his  care,  and  relieve  your  neceffidcs,  if 
you  think  good. 

-  Crof. 
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€rof.  Will  he  relieve  all  our  neceffities  ? 

Joyn.  All. 

Crof  Mine,  as  well  as  my  Daughter’s  ? 

Joyn.  Yes. 

Crof.  Well  fare  his  heart  ^  d’y  hear, Daughter,  Mrs.  Joyner  Iyas  fatisfykL  me 
clearly  •,  Dapperwit  is  a  vile  Fellow,  and  in  fhort,  you  mult  pur  an  end  to  that 
fcandalous  familiarity  between  you. 

Lucy.  Leave  fweet  Mr.  Dapperwit Oh  furious  ingratitude  !  was  not  he  the 
Man  that  gave  me  my  firlt  Farrendon  Gown,  put  me  out  of  Woidled  Stockings, 
and  plain  Handkerchiefs,  taught  me  to  drefs,  talk,  and  move  well 

Crof.  He  has  taught  you  to  talk  indeed  j  but,  Hufwife,  I  will  not  have  my 
pleafure  difputed. 

Joyn.  Nay,  indeed  you  are  too  tart  with  her,  poor  fweet  Soul. 

Lucy.  He  taught  me  to  rehe3rfe  too,  wou’d  have  brought  me  into  the  Play- 
houfe,  where  I  might  have  had  as  good  luck  as  others :  I  might  have  had  good 
Cloaths,  Plate,  Jewels,  and  things  fo  well  about  me  ^  that  my  Neighbours, 
the  little  Gentlemens  Wives,  of  fifteen  hundred,  or  Two  thoufimd  pound  a 
year,  fhould  have  retir’d  into  the  Country,  lick  with  envy,  of  my  Profperity 
and  Greatnefs. 

Joyn .  If  you  follow  yourMothersCounfel,you  are  like  to  enjoy  all  you  talk  of 
fooner }  than  by  Dapperwit' s  afliftance  ^  a  poor  W retch  that  goes  on  tick  for  the 
Paper  he  writes  his  Lampoons  on^and  the  very  Ale  and  Coffee  that  infpires  him, 
as  they  fay. 

Crof.  I  am  credibly  informed  fo,  indeed,  Madam  Joyner. 

Joyn.  Well,  I  have  difeharg’d  my  Confidence  ^  good  Morrow  to  you  both. 

Enter  Dapperwit,  Ranger  •  Crofsbite’*  Dining-room. 

Dap.  This  is  the  Cabinet,  in  which  I  hide  my  Jewel,  a  finall  Houfe,  in  art 
obfeure,  little,  retired  ftreet  too. 

^w.'Vulgarly  an  Alley. 

Dap.  Nay,  I  hide  my  Miftrefs  with  as  much  care,  as  a  Spark  of  the  Town 
do’s  his  money  from  his  Dun ,  after  a  good  hand  at.  Play  ^  and  nothing  but  you 
cou’d  have  wrought  upon  me  for  a  light  of  her,  let  me  perifh. 

Ran.  My  obligation  to  you  is  great  ^  do  not  lefien  it  by  delays,  of  the  fa¬ 
vour  you  promifed.  . 

Dap.  But  do  not  cenfure  my  honour,  for  if  you  had  not  been  in  a  defperatc 
condition— for  as  one  nail  muft  beat  out  another,  one  poyfon  expel  another, 
one  fire  draw  out  another,  one  fit  of  drinking  cure  the  ficknefs  of  another  ^  fo 
the  Surfeit  you  took  laft  night  of  Chriftina's  Eyes ,  (hall  be  cured  by  Lucy1  s  this 
morning,  or  as - 

Ran.  Nay,  I  bar  more  fimiiitudes. 

Dap.  What,  in  my  MiftrelFcs  Lodging  ?  that  were  as  hard  as  to  bar  a  young 
Parfon  in  the  Pulpit,  the  fifth  of  November ,  railing  at  the  Church  of  Rome,  or 
as  hard  as  to  put  you  to  bed  to  Lucy,  and  defend  you  touching  her,  or  as - 

Ran.  Or  as  hard  as  to  make  you  hold  your  tongue—  1  fiiall  not  fee  your  Mi« 
ftrefs,  I  fee  ? 

Dap .  Mifs  Lucy,  Mifs  Lucy —  [Knocks  at  the  door ,  and  returns. 

E  2  the 
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the  Devil  take  me,  if  good  men  (  I  fay  no  more  )  have  net  been  upon  their 
knees  to  me,  to  ice  her,  and  you  at  Lift  mult  obtain  it. 

Ran.  1  do  not  believe  you.  :  < 

Dap.  '  1  is  inch  as  fhc,  [he  is  bear tiful,  without  affectation  ^  amorous  wirh- 
o\k  import  jn'ency-  airy,  and  brisk  without  impudence  ;  frolick  without  rude- 
pefs:,  and  in  a -Weird,  the  juRefi  Greamhe  breathing  to  her  affignation. 

Run.  You  praife  her,  as  if  you  had  a  mind  to  part  with  her  ^  and  yet  you  re- 
fblve,  l  ice,  to  keep  her  to  your  felfp  f  / 

Dap.  Keep  her,  poor  Creature,.  fhe'Cannot  leave  me  -  and  rather  than  leave 
her,  I  wou’d  leave 'writing  Lampoons  or  Soniiets- almoih 

Ran.  Well,  Lii  leave  you. with  her  then. 

Dap.  What,  will  you  go  without  feeing  her  ?. 

Run.  Rat  her  than  Ray  without  feeing  her. 

Id  up.  Yes  yes  you  [hall  Re  her  •,  but  lei  me  perifn  if  I  have  not  been  offered 
a  hundred  Gmnaies,  tor  a  light  of  her  by - I  fay  no  more. 

Run.  I  underfiana  you  now  -,  if  the  favour  be  to  be  [Afjde. 

purchafL'd,  then  I’ll  bid’ all  I  have  about  me  fGr’t. 

Dap.  Fye,  fye.  Air.  Ranger,  you  are  plea fant  ’ifbith  do  yon  think  I  would 
Rf  the  light  of  my  rarity?  like  thofe  Gentlemen  who  hangout  Flags  at 
Gbanng-crofR,  or  like -  .  - 

Run.  N  vr  then-  nr  gone  again.' 

Dap.  Vv  h  it,  you  take  it- ill  I  refufe  your  money  ?  rather  than  that  fiiou’d  be, 
give  us  it  but  take  notice  \  will  borrow  it  ^ 
a  Gown,  and  feme  Knacks:’ 

Run.  Here. 


now  I  think  on't,  Lucy  wants 


Dap.  But  I  muR  pay  it  you  again  ^  I  will  not  take  it,  unlefs  you  engage 
your  honour-  l  [hall  pay  it  you  again. 

Ran.  Yoit  mult  pardon  me  ^  l  will  not  engage  my  honour  for  fuch  a  trifie  y 
go  fetch  her  out. 

Dap.  Well,  ilie’s  a  ravifhing  Creature,  fuch  Eyes,  and  lips. 

Mr.  Ranger*. 

Ran.  Prethee  go. 

Dap.  Such  neck  and  breaRs,  Mr.  Ranger. 

Ran.  Again,  prethee  go  . 

Dap.  Such  feet,  legs,,  and  thighs,  Mr.  Ranger. 

Ran .  Prethee  let  me  fee  ’em. 

Dap.  And  a  mouth  no  bigger  than  your  Ring  I  need  fay  no  more. 

R an.  Would  thou  weft  never  to  [peak  again. 

Dap.  And  then  fo  neat,  fo  Rveet  a  Creature  in  bed,  that  to  my  knowledge. 
Hie  do- s  nor  change  her  Sheets  in  half  a  year. 

Ran.  I  thank  you  for  that  allay  to  my  impatience. 

Dap.  Mifs  Lucy,  Mifs  Lucy,  Mifs.  [Knocking  at  the  door. 

R an.  Will  fbe.  not  open  ? 

Dap.  I  am  afraid,  my  piety  Mifs  is  not  furring,  and  therefore  will  not  ad-  - 

mi'c  us. 

,  Dap.  Fye,  Fye,  a  quibble  next  your  Romacli  in  a  morning  •,  what  if  Jfee 
[hon’d  hear  us ,  woifid  you  lofe  a  MiRrefs  for  a  quibble?  that’s  more  than! 
eou’d  do,..  let  me  perifh*.  R^» 
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R an.  Is  (he  not  gone  her  walk  to  Lambs  Conduit  ? 

Dap.  She  is  within,  1  hear  her. 

Ran.  But  fne  will  not  hear  you  •  (he’s  as  deaf,  as  if  you  were  a  Dun  or  a  Con- 
ftable.  k 

Dap.  Pifh,  give  her  but  leave  to  gape,  rub  her  Eyes,  and  put  on  herday-Piit- 
ner  4  the  long  patch  under  the  left  Eye  :  awaken  the  Rotes  on  her  cheeks  , 
with  feme  Spanifh  wool,  and  warrant  her  breath  with  fome  Lemmon-  Peel  the 
door  files  oil  of  the  hindges,  and  file  into  my  Arms-  (he  knows  there  is  as  much 
Artifice  to  keep  a  victory,  as  to  gain  it  ;  and  his  a  lign  (lie  values  the  conqueR 
of  my  heart. 

Ran.  I  thought  her  Beauty  had  not  flood  in  need  of  Art. 

Dap.  Beauty's  a  Coward  ,  flill-  without  the  help  of  Art ,  and  may  have  the 
fortune  of  a  Conqueff,  but  cannot  keep  it  ,  Beauty  and  Art  can  no  more  be 
afunder,  than  Love  and  Honour. 

Ran.  Or  to  fpeak  more  like  your  felf,  Wit  and  judgment. 

Dap.  Don't  you  hear  the  door  wag  yet  ? 

Ran.  Not  a  whit. 


Dap.  Mifs,  Mifs,  his  your  Have  that  calls ;  come,  all  this  Tricking  for  him  j 
lend  me  your  Comb,  Mr.  Ranger. 

Ran.  No,  I  am  to  be  preferred  to  day  ,  you  are  to  fet  me  off  *  you  -  are  in 
Pofieffion  •  I  will  not  lend  you  Arms  to  keep  me  out - 

Dap.  A  Pox,  don’t  let  me  be  ungrateful  y  if  fhe  has  fmugg’d  her  felf  up  for 
me,  let  me  Prune,  and  Flounce  my  Perruque  a  little  for  her  •  there's  ne’re  a 
young  fellow  in  the  Town  but  will  do  as  much  for  a  nicer  ffranger  in  the  Play- 
Houfe. 

Ran.  A  Wits  Wig-  has  the  priviiedge  of  being  uncomb'd  in  the  very  Flay- 
Houfe,  or  in  the  prefence— — 

Dap.  But  not  in  the  prefence  of  his  Miff  refs ;  his  a  greater  neglect  of  her 
than  him  felf  y  pray  lend  me  your  GomJb. 

Ran.  I  wouM  not  have  men  of  Wit ,  and  Courage  ,  make  ufe  of  every  Fops 


mean  Arts,  to  keep,  or  gain  a  Miftrefs-. 

Dap.  But  don’t  you  fee  every  day,  though  a  man  have  nehe  fo  much  Wit 
and  Courage,  his  Mill  refs  will  revolt  to  thofe  Fops  that  wear  ,  and  Comb  Pe- 
ruques  well  ♦  I’ll  break  off  the  bargain  ,  and  will  not  receive  you,  m-y  Partner. 

Ran.  Therefore  you  fee  I  am  fetting  [Combs  his  Perruque. 

up  for  my  felf. 

Dap.  She  comes,  fhe  comes,  pray,  your  Comb.  [Snatches  Rangerh  Comb. 

Enter  cJE'rs.  Crofsbite  to  them. 


O'of,  Bargain,  what  are  you  offering  us  to  Tale  ? 

Dap.  .4  Pox,  ish  (he  ?  here  take  your  Comb  again  then.  [Returns  the  Comb. 

Crof  Wou’d  you  fell  us  ?  his  like  you  y Tads.  >, 

Dap.  Sell  thee,  where  fhou’d  we  find  a  Chapman  ?  go  prithee  Mother  ,  call 
out  my  Dear  Mifs  Lucy. 

Crof.  Your  Mifs  '.Lucy  ,  I  do  not  wonder  you  have  the  Confidence  to  Bargain 
for  us  behind  our  backs,  lince  you  have  the  impudence  to  claim- a  propriety  •  in 
us  to  my  Face. 

Ran.  How’s  this,  Dapper  wit- ? 

Dap. 
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Dap.  Come,  eome  ,  this  Gentleman  will  not  think  the  worfe  of  a  Womai, 
for  my  Acquaintance  with  her  ^  he  has  feen  me  bring  your  Daughter  to  the 
Lure  with  a  Chiney  Orange,  from  one  lide  of  the  Play-Houfe,  to  the  other. 

Crof.  I  wou’d  have  the  Gentleman,  and  you  to  know,  my  Daughter  is  a  Girl 
of  Reputation  ,  though  fhe  has  been  feen  in  your  Company  ^  but  is  now  fo  fen- 
fible  of  her  pall  danger,  that  fhe  is  refolved  never  more  to  venture  her  Pitcher 
to  the  Well,  as  they  fay. 

Dap.  How’s  that  Widow  ?  I  wonder  at  your  new  confidence. 

Crof.  1  wonder  at  your  old  impudence,  that  where  you  have  had  fo  frequent 
repulfes, .  you  fhou’d  provoke  another,  and  bring  your  Friend  here  to  witnefs 
your  difgrace. 

Dap.  Hark  you  Widow  a  little. 

Crof.  What,  you  have  Mortgaged  my  Daughter  to  that  Gentleman  •  and 
now  wou’d  offer  me  a  fnip  to  joyn  in  the  fecurity. 

Dap.  She  over-heard  me  talk  of  a  bargain  ^  ’twas  unlucky  :  f  Afide. 

your  wrath  is  grounded  upon  a  Miftake  :  Mifs  Lucy  her  felt  fhall  be  judge,  call 
her  out  pray. 

Crof.  She  fhall  not,  fhe  will  not  come  to  you. 

j Dap.  Till  I  hear  it  from  her  own  mouth,  1  cannot  believe  it. 

Crol.  You  fhall  hear  her  fay’t  through  the  door. 

Dap.  I  fhall  doubt  it,  unlefs  fhe  fay  it  to  my  Face. 

Crof.  Shall  we  be  troubled  with  you  no  more  then  ? 

Dap.  If  fhe  command  my  death,  I  cannot  dif-obey  her. 

Crof.  Come  out,  Child.  QLucy  (holding  dorm  her  head)  to  them. 

Dap.  Your  Servant,  dearefl  Mifs,  can  you  have  ?— 

Crof.  Let  me  ask  her. 

Dap.  No,  I’ll  ask  her. 

Ran.  I’ll  throw  up  Crofs  or  Pile  who  fhall  ask  her. 

Dap.  Can  you  have  the  heart  to  fay,  you  will  never  more  break  a  Cheefe- cake 
with  me,  at  New  Spring-garden,  the  Neat  houfe,  or  Chelfcy^  never  more  lit 
in  my  lap  at  a  New  Play,  never  more  wear  a  Suit  of  Knots  of  my  choice  ^  and 
laft  of  all,  never  more  pafs  a  way  an  Afternoon  with  me  again,  in  the  Green 
Garret  ?  in - do  not  forget  the  Green  Garret. 

Lucy.  I  wifh  I  had  never  feen  the  Green  Garret  ^  Damm  the  Green  Garret. 

Dap.  Damm  the  Green  Garret,  you  are  ftrangely  alter’d, 

Lucy.  ’Tis  you  are  alter’d. 

Dap.  You  have  refus’d  Colby1  s  Mulberry  Garden,  and  the  French-houfes,  for 
the  Green  Garret  ^  and  a  little  fomething  in  the  Green  Garret,  pleas’d  you 
more  than  the  bell;  Treat  the  other  places  cou’d  yield  }  and  can  you  of  a  hid¬ 
den  quit  the  Green  Garret  ? 

Lucy.  Since  you  have  a  defign  to  Pawn  me  for  the  Pvent,  ’tis  time  to  remove 
my  Goods. 

Dap.  Thou  art  extremely  miftaken. 

Lucy.  Beiides,  1  have  heard  fuch  ftrange  things  of  you  this  Morning. 

Dap.  What  things  ? 

Lucy.  I  blufh  to  fpeak  ’em. 

Dap.  I  know  my  Innoocence  ,  therefore  take  my  charge  as  a  favour  \  what 
have  1  done  ?  ,  '  -  Lucy. 
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Lyey.  Then  know,  vile  Wit,  my  Mother  has  confefs’d  juft  now,  thou  wer’t 
falfe  to  me,  to  her  too  certain  knowledge  ^  and  hall  forc’d  even  her  to  be  falfe 
to  me  too. 

Dap.  Faults  in  drink  ,  Lucy ,  when  we  are  not  our  felves  ,  Ihou’d  not  con- 
demn  us. 

Lucy.  And  now  to  let  me  out  to  hire  like  Hackney  $  I  tell  you  my  own  dear 
Mother  lhall  bargain  for  me  no  more  ^  there  are  as  little  as  I  can  bargain  for 
themfelves  now-adays,  as  well  as  properer  Women. 

Crof.  Whifpering  all  this  while  -beware  of  his  fnares  again, come  away, Child. 

Dap.  Sweet,  dear,  Mifs. 

Lucy.  Bargain  for  me  ^  you  have  reckon’d  without  your  Holtefs,  as  they  fay, 
bargain  for  me, bargain  for  me.  v  '  [Exit  Lucy. 

Dap.  I  mull  return  then,  to  treat  with  you. 

Crof.  Treat  me  no  treatings,  but  take  a  word  for  all  ^  you  lhall  no  more 
dilhonour  my  Daughter,nor  molell  my  Lodgings, as  you  have  done  at  all  hours. 

Dap.  Do  you  intend  to  change  ’em,then,to  Bridewel,ox  Longs  powdering-Tub. 

Crof.  No,  to  a  Bailifs  Houfe,  and  then  you’ll  be  fo  civil,  1  prefume,  as  not 
to  trouble  us. 

Ran.  Here,  will  you  have  my  Comb  again,  Dapperwit. 

Dap.  A  pox  ,  I  think  Women  take  inconftancy  from  me  ,  wrorfe  than  from 
any  Man-breathing. 

Crof.  Fray,  Sir,  forget  me,  before  you  write  your  next  Lampoon.  C£x.  Crof. 

Sir  Simon  Addleplot  in  the  drefs  of  a  Clark. 

To  Ranger  and  Dapperwit.  v 

Sir  Sim.  Have  I  found  you  ?  have  I  found  you,  in  your  by-walks.  Faith  and 
troth  ?  I  am  aimoil  out  of  breath  in  following  you^  Gentlemen  when  they  get 
into  an  Alley,  walk  fo  fall  y  as  if  they  had  more  earned:  bufmefs  there  ,  than 
in  the  broad  Itreets. 

Dap.  How  came  thisSot  hither?  Fortune  has  fent  him  to  cafe  my  choler.  [ylfide,. 
You  impudent  Rafcal,  who  are  yon  ?  that  dare  intrude  thus  on  us,  [Strikes  him. 

Sir  Sim.  Don’t  you  know  me,  Dapperwit  ?  fure  you  know  me.  fiSq/Hy. 

Dap.  Wilt  thou  dilhonour  me  with  thy  Acquaintance  too  ?  thou  rafcal ly5 
infoient.  Pen  and  Ink-man.  [Strikes  him  again . 

Sir  Sim.  Oh,  oh  fure,  you  know  me,  pray  know  me.  [Speak  foftly. 

Dap.  By  the  fawcy  familiarity ,thou  lhou’dlt  be  a  Marker  at  a  Tennis-Court, 
a  Barber,  or  a  Slave  that  fills  Coffee.  ‘  _ 

Sir  Sim.  Oh,  oh. 

Dap.  What  art  thou  ?  [Kicks  him. 

Sir  Sim.  Nay,  I  mull  not  difcover  my  felf  to  Ranger ,  for  a  Kick  or  two  ^  oh, 
pray  hold,  Sir,  by  that  you  will  know  me.  [Delivers  him  a  Letter. 

Dap.  How,  Sir  Simon  ! 

Sir  Sim.  Mum,  mum,  make  no  excufes,Man,I  wou’d  not  Ranger  Ihou’d  have 
known  me  for  five  hundred- - Kicks. 

Dap.  Your  difguife  is  fo  natural,  I  protelt,  it  will  excufe  me. 

Sir  Sim.  I  know  that,  prythee  make  no  excufes,  l  fay  y  no  Ceremony  be¬ 
tween  thee  and  1,  Man  ,  read  the  Letter* 

Dap.  What,  you  have  not  open’d  it  ? 
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Sir  Prythcc  don’t  be  angry,  the  Seal  is  a  little  Crack’d  •,  for  I  cou’d  not 
help  killing  Mrs.  Martha's  Letter,  the  word  is,  now  or  never,  her  Father  fhe 
finds  will  be  abroad  all  this  day  and  fhe  longs  to  fee  your  friend.  Sir  Simon  Ad~ 
dhplot :  faith  ’tis  a  prety  jeft  •  While  I  am  with  her,  and  praifmg,  my  felf  to 
her,  at  no  ordinary  rate  •  let  thee  and  1  alone,  at  an. Intrigue. 

Dap.  Tell  her,  I  will  not  fail  to  meet  her  ,  at  the  place,  and  time  ,  have  a 
care  of  your  charge  ^  arid  manage  your  bulineis  like  your  felf,  for  your  felf. 

Sir  Sim.  I  warrant  you. 

Dap,  The  gaining  Gripe's  Daughter ,  will  make  me  fupport  the  lofs  of  this 
young  Jilt  here.  :  [Afide. 

Ran.  What  fellow’s  that  ? 

‘  Dap.  A  Servant  tom  Friend  of  mine. 

Ran.  Methinks,  he  fomething  refembles  our  Acquaintance,  *Sir  Simon ,  but  it 
is  no  complement  to  tell  him  fo  •  for  that  Knight  is  the  moll  egregious  Cox¬ 
comb,  that  ever  plaid  with  Ladies  Fan. 


Sir  Sim.  So  ,  thanks  to  my  difguife,  1  know  ray  Enemies. 


£ Afide . 


Ran.  The  molt  incorrigible  Afs,  beyond  the  reproof  of  a  Kicking  Rival,  or 
a  frowning  Miflrefs  but  if  it  be  pofiible,  thou  doit  ufe  him  worfe  than  his  Mi- 
ftrefs,  or  Rival  .can  ^  thou  doft  make  fuch  aCulky  of  him. 

Sir  Sim.  Do’s  he  think  fo  too  ? -  f  Afide. 

Dap.  Go,  friend,  go  about  your. bufinefs,  ££x  Sir  Simon, 

a  Pox,  you  wou’d  fpoil  all,  juft  In  the  critical  time  of  projection,  he  brings  me 
here  a  Summons  from  his  Miftrefs,  to  meet  her  in  the  evening  ^  wilt  you  come 
to  my  Wedding  ? 

Ran.  Don't  fpeak  fo  loud ,  you’ il  break  poor  Lucie's  heart  -r  poor  creature, 
flie -cannot  leave  you ,  and  rather  than  leave  her ,  you  ihou’d  leave  writing  of 
Lampoons,  or  Sonnets - almoft. 

Dap.  Come,  let  her  go,  ungrateful  baggage  •  blit  now  you  talk  of  Sonnets  • 
I  am  no  living  Wit,  if  her  love  has  not  colt  me  two  thoufand  Coup  lets  at  kail. 

Ran.  But  what  wou’d  you  give  now,  for  a  new  Satyr  againft  Women,  n  ady 
made  ’twou’d  be  as  convenient  to  buy  Satyrs  againft  Women  7  ready  made, 
as  it  is  to  buy  Crevats  ready  ty’d. 

Dap.  Or  as - 

Ran.  Hay,  come  away,  come  away,  Mr.  or  as - -  £ Exeunt . 


Enter  Mrs.  Joyner,  Gripe. 

Gripe.  Peace,  Plenty,  and  Paftime  be  within  there  Walls. 

Joyn.  ’Tis  a  fmal.l  Houfe  you  fee  ,  and  mean  Furniture  ,  for  no  Gallants  are 
fuffer’d  to  come  hither  ^  Hie  might  have  had  ere  now,  as  good  lodgings,  as  any 
in  Town  her  Moreclack  Hangings,  great  Glades,  Cabinets,  China  embroider’d 
Beds,  Terfita  Carpets,  Gold-plate,  and  the  like,  if  file  wou’d  have  put  her  felf 
forward  ^  but  your  Worfhip  may  pleafe,  to  make  ’em  remove  to  a  place  fit  to 
receive  one  of  you rWor (hip’s  quality  •  for  this  is  a  little  fcandalous  in  truly. 

Gripe.  No,  no,  I  like  it  well  enough,  I  3m  not  dainty  •  beiides  privacy,  pri¬ 
vacy,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  1  love  privacy  in  oppofition  to  the  Wicked  ,  who  hate  it. 

Joyn.  What  do  you  look  for,  Sir  ?  [Looks  about. 

-Gripe.  Walls  have  Ears  ^  but  beiides,  I  look  for  a  private  place  to  retire  to, 
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In  time  of  need  ;  oh  here’s  one  convenient.  [ 'Turns  up  a  Hanging,  and  difcovers 

the  /lender  provifiom  of  the  family. 

Joyn.  But  you  fee  poor  innocent  Souls,  to  what  ufe  they  put  it,  not  to  hide 
Gallants. 

Gripe.  Temperance  is  theNurfe  of  Chaftity. 

Joyn.  But  your  Worlhip  may  pleafe  to  mend  their  fare*  and  when  yon  come, 
may  make  them  entertain  you,  better  than  you  fee,  they  do  themfelves. 

Gripe.  No  ,  lam  not  dainty  ,  as  I  told  you  *,  I  abominate  Entertainments  ; 
no  Entertainments,  pray,  Mrs.  Joyner. 

Joyn.  No.  [ Afid'c. 

Gripe.  There  can  be  no  Entertainment  to  me ,  more  Lufcious  and  Savoury, 
than  the  communion  with  that  little  Gentlewoman  \  will  you  call  her  out ,  I 
fait  till  I  fee  her. 

Joyn.  But  intruly  your  Worlhip,  we  Ihou’d  have  brought  a  Bottle  or  two  of 
Rhenilh ,  and  fome  Naples-Bisket  ,  to  have  Entertain’d  the  young  Gentlewo¬ 
man  *,  ’tis  the  mode  for  Lovers  to  Treat  their  Miftrelfes. 

Gripe.  Modes,  I  tell  you,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  I  hate  Modes  and  Forms. 

Joyn.  You  mult  fend  for  fomething  to  Entertain  her  with. 

Gripe.  Again  Entertaining  \  we  will  be  to  each  other  a  Fealt. 

Joyn.  1  fhall  be  alham’d,  intruly  your  Worfhip  ^  belides,  the  young  Gentle¬ 
woman  will  defpife  you. 

Gripe.  I  fhall  content  her,  I  warrant  you,  leave  it  to  me. 

Joyn.  I  am  fure  you  will  not  content  me, if  you  will  not  content  heig’tisas  im- 
polfiblefor  a  man  to  love,and  be  a  mifer,as  to  love  and  be  wife, as  they  fay.  {Afide. 

Gripe.  While  you  talk  of  Treats,  you  ftarve  my  Eyes  j  I  long  to  fee  the  fair 
One  ^  fetch  her  hither. 

Joyn.  I  am  alham’d  fhe  fiiou’d  find  me  fo  abominable  a  Lyar  ^  I  have  fo  prais’d 
you  to  her,  and  above  all  your  Vertues,  your  Liberality*  which  is  fo  great 
a  Vertue,  that  it  often  excufes  Youth,  Beauty,  Courage,  Wit,  or  any  thing. 

Gripe.  Pilh,  Pifli,  . ’tis  the  vertue  of  Fools,  every  Fool  can  have  it. 

Joyn.  And  will  your  Worlhip  want  it  then  ?  I  told  her - - 

Gripe.  Why  wou’d  you  tell  her  any  thing  of  me  ?  you  know  I  am  a  mo- 
dell  Man  *,  but  come,  if  you  will  have  me  as  extravagant  as  the  wicked  take 
that  and  fetch  us  a  Treat,  as  you  call  it. 

Joyn.  Upon  my  life  a  Groat,  what  will  this  purchafe  ? 

Gripe.  Two  Black-Pots  of  Ale, and  aCake,at  the  nextCellar :  come,theWine 
has  Arfenick  in’t. 

Joyn.  Well, I  am  miftaken,and  my  hopes  are  abus'd  :  1  never  knew  any  Man 
fo  mortify’d  a  Mifer  ,  that  he  would  deny  his  Letchery  any  thing  \  I  mult  be 
even  with  thee  then  another  way.  {Goes  out.  {Afide. 

Gripe.  Thefe  ufeful  old  Women  3re  more  exorbitant ,  and  craving  in  their 
defires,  than  the  young  ones  in  theirs  •  thefe  Prodigals  in  white  Peruques  fpoil 
’em  both  •  and  that’s  the  reafon  when  the  Squires  come  under  my  clutches,  1 
make  ’em  pay  for  their  folly  and  mine,  and  ’tis  but  Confcience  :  Oh  here  comes 
the  fair  One  at  lalt. 


Enter  Joyner  leading  in  Lucy,  who  hangs  backward  as  /he  enters. 
Lucy.  Oh  Lord,  there’s  a  Man,  God -mother  ! 

Joyn.  Come  in,  Child,  thou  art  fo  baMul- 


Lucy. 
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Lucy.  My  Mother  is  from  home  too,  I  dare  not. 

Joyn.  If  Ihe  were  here,  dic’d  teach  you  better  manners. 

Lucy .  I’m  afraid  Ihe’d  be  angry. 

Joyn.  To  fee  you  fo  much  an  Afs  *  come  along,  I  fay. 

Gripe.  Nay,  fpeak  to  her  gently  }  if  you  won’t,  I  will. 

Lucy.  Thank  you,  Sir. 

Gripe,  Pretty  Innocent,  there  is, I  fee, one  left  yet  of  her  Age  •  what  hap  hive 
I  !  fweet,  little  Gentlewoman,  come  and  fit  down  by  me. 

Lucy.  1  am  better  bred,  I  hope.  Sir. 

.Gripe.  You  mud;  fit  down  by  me. 

Lucy.  I’d  rather  Hand,  if  you  pleafe. 

Gripe.  To  pleafe  me,  you  mull  fit,  Sweeted. 

Lucy.  Not  before  my  God-mother,  fure. 

Gripe.  Wonderment  of  Innocence  ! 

Joyn.  A  poor  badiful  Girl,  Sir  ^  I’m  forry  file  is  not  better  taught. 

Gripe.  1  am  glad  Ihe  is  not  taught  ^  I’ll  teach  her  my  felf. 

Lucy.  Are  you  a  Dancing-Mafter  then.  Sir  ?  but  if  I  Ihou’d  be  dull,  and  not 
move  as  you  wou’d  have  me,  you  wou’d  not  beat  me.  Sir,  I  hope  ? 

Gripe.  Beat  thee  ,  Hony-Suckle  }  I’ll  ufe  thee  thus  ,  and  thus  ,  and  thus } 
Ah,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  prethee  go  fetch  our  Treat  now.  L^JFes  ^r* 

Joyn.  A  Treat  of  a  Groat,  I  will  not  wag. 

Gripe.  Why  don’t  you  go  ?  here,  take  more  money, and  fetch  what  you  will} 
take  here,  half  a  Crown. 

Joyn.  What  will  half  a  Crown  do  ? 

Gripe.  Take  a  Crown  then,  an  Angel,  a  piece  }  be  gone. 

Joyn.  A  Treat  only  will  not  ferve  my  turn  ,  I  mud  buy  the  poor  Wretch 
there  fome  toys. 

Gripe.  What  toys?  what?  fpeak,  quickly. 

Joyn.  Pendents,  Neck-laces,  Fans  ,  Ribbonds ,  Poynts ,  Laces,  Stockings, 
Gloves — - - 

Gripe.  Hold,  hold,  before  it  comes  to  a  Gown. 

Joyn.  Well  remember’d,  Sir,  indeed  Ihe  wants  a  Gown,  for  Ihe  has  but  that 
one  to  her  back  }  for  your  own  fake  you  Ihould  give  her  a  new  Gown  ^  for  va¬ 
riety  of  Dreifes  ,  roufes  defire  ,  and  makes  an  old  Midrefs  feem  every  day  a 
new  one. 

Gripe.  For  that  realbn  Ihe  Ihall  have  no  new  Gown  *,  for  I  am  naturally  con- 
dant ,  and  as  I  am  dill  the  fame  ,  I  love  Ihe  Ihou’d  be  dill  the  fame  }  but  here 

take  half  a  piece  for  the  other  things. 

Joyn.  Half  a  piece - 

Gripe.  Prethee  be  gone  ,  take  t’other  Piece  then  •,  two  Pieces  ,  three  Pieces, 

five  }  here'  ’tis  all  l  have. 

Joyn.  I  mud  have  the  Broad-Seal  Ring  too,  or  I  dir  not. 

Gripe.  Infatiable  Woman,  will  you  have  that  too  ? 

Prethee  fpare  me  that,  ’twas  my  Grandfather’s. 

Joyn.  That’s  falfe  ,  he  had  ne’er  a  Coat }  fo  now  I  go  •,  this  is  but  a  violen 
fit,  and  will  not  hold.  [ Ajide . 

Lucy.  Oh,  whither  do  you  go,  God-mother  ?  will  you  leave  me  alone  i 
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Joyn.  The  Gentleman  will  not  hurt  you  ;  you  may  venture  your  felf  with 
him  alone. 

Lucy.  I  think  I  may.  God-mother  ^  what,  will  [Ex.  Joyner. 

You  lock  me  in.  Sir  ?  don’t  lock  me  in.  Sir.  [Fumbling  at  the  door  Jocks  it. — 
Gripe.  ’Tis  a  private  lelfon,  !  mult  teach  you,  fair. 

Lucy.  I  don’t  fee  your  Fiddle,  Sir,  where  is  your  little  Kitt  ? 

Gripe.  I’ll  fhew  it  thee  prefently,  Sweetefl  ^ 

Neceflity,  Mother  of  invention  ;  fGripe  fetting  a  Chair  againfi  the  door . 

Come  my  deareft.  [ 'Takes  her  in  his  Arms . 

Lucy.  What  do  you  mean.  Sir?  don’t  hurt  me,  Sir,  will  you - -Oh,  Oh, 

you  will  kill  me  /  Murder,  Murder,  oh,  oh - help,  help,  oh —  [Cry s  out. 

The  door  broke  open  ;  Enter  Crofsbite,  and  two  Men  in 
Aprons ,  her  Landlord;  and  his  Prentice. 

Crof.  What,  Murder  my  Daughter,  Villain  ? 

Lucy.  I  with  he  had  murder’d  me,  oh,  oh - — 

Crof.  What  has  he  done  ? 

Lucy.  Why  wou’d  you  go  out  ,  and  leave  me  alone  ?  unfortunate  Woman 
that  I  am. 

Gripe.  How  now,  what  will  this  end  in  ?  [Afide. 

Crof  Who  brought  him  in  ? 

Lucy.  That  Witch,  that  Treacherous  falfe  Woman,  my  God-mother,  who 

has  betray’d  me,  ibid  me  to  his  lull  oh,  oh— - 

Crof  Have  you  raviflfd  my Daughter  then,you  old  Goat?  ravifn’d  my  Daugh¬ 
ter,  ravifh’d  my  Daughter,  fpeak,  Villain. 

Gripe.  By  yea,  and  by  nay,  no  Inch  matter.  ; 

Crof  A  canting  Rogue  too  •  take  notice,  Landlord,  he  has  ravifh’d  my 
Daughter,  you  fee  her  all  in  tears  and  diftradfcion  • 

And  fee  there  the  wicked  Engine  of  the  filthyExecution  }  [Pointing  to  the  Chair, 
Jeremy ,  call  up  my  Neighbours,  and  the  Conitable, 

Falfe  Villain,  thou  (halt  dye  for’t. 

Gripe.  Hold,  hold  ^  nay,  I  am  caught.  [Afide, 

Crof  Go,  go,  make  hafte - - 

Lucy.  Oh,  oh-— — - 

Crof  Poor  Wretch,  go  quickly. 

Gripe.-  Hold  ,  hold  •  thou  young  Spawn  of  the  old  Serpent  •,  Wicked  ,  as  I 
thought  thee  Innocent  j  wilt  thou  fay  I  wou’d  have  ravifh’d  thee  ? 

Lucy.  I  will  fwear  you  did  ravifh  me. 

Gripe.  I  thought  fo.  Treacherous  £w,  then  I  am  gone  ,  I  muft  fhift  as  well, 
as  I  can. 

Lucy.  Oh,  oh - — 

Crof  Will  none  of  you  call  uptheNeighbours,and  the  Authority  of  the  Ally  ? 
Gripe.  Hold,  I'll  give  you  Twenty  Mark  among  you,  to  let  me  go, 

Crof  Vallain,  nothing  fhall  buy  thy  life. 

Land.  But  flay,  Mrs.  Crofsbite ,  let  me  talk  with  you. 

Lucy.  Oh,  oh - - 

Land.  Gome,  Sir,  I  am  your  Friend  ^  in  a  word  ,  I  have  appeas’d  her  ,  and 
fae  fhall  be  contented  with  a  little  fum. 
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Grip.  What  is  it  ?  what  is  it  ? 

Land.  But  five  hundred  pound. 

Grip.  But  five  hundred  pounds  hang  me  then,  hang  me  rather. 

Land.  You  will  fay  l  have  been  your  Fiiend. 

?ren.  The  Cpnftable,  and  Neighbois  are  coming. 

Grip.  How,  how  ^  will  you  not  take  a  hundred?  pray  ufe  confcience 
in  your  ways.  {Kneels  to  Crofsbite. 

Crof.  I  fcorn  your  money,  I  will  not  take  a  thoufand. 

Grip.  My  Enemies  are  many  ,  and  I  fhall  be  a  fcandal  to  the  Faithful ,  as  a 
Laughing- flock  to  the  wicked  {Afidc. 

Go,  prepare  your  Engines  for  my  Perfecution  \ 

1TI  give  you  the  beft  fecurity  l  can. 

Land.  The  inllruments  are  drawing  in  the  other  Room, 

If  you  pleafe  to  go  thither. 

Crof.  Indeed,  now  I  conlider  •,  a  Portion  will  do  my  Daughter  more  good, 
than  his  death  ^  that  wou’d  but  publifh  her  fhame  ^  money  will  cover  it,  pro¬ 
bation  ejlps  they  fay — let  me  tell  you,Sir,’tis  a  charitable  thing  to  give  a  young 
Maid  a  Portion.  [ Exeunt  Omnes. 

The  Scene  changes  to  Lydia’j  Lodging. 

Enter  Lydia,wy  Lady  Flippant. 

Lyd.  ’Tis  as  hard  for  a  Woman  to  conceal  her  indignation  from  her  apoflate 
Lover,  as  to  conceal  her  Love  from  her  faithful  feryant. 

Flip.  Or  almofl  as  hard  as  it  is ,  for  the  prating  fellows  now  adays ,  to  con¬ 
ceal  the  favours  of  obliging  Ladies. 

Lyd.  If  Ranger  fhou’d  come  up  ,  (l  faw  him  juft  now  in  the  ftreet)  the  dis¬ 
covery  of  my  Anger  to  him  now  ,  wou’d  be  as  mean  ,  as  the  difeovery  of  my 
Love  to  him  before. 

Flip.  Though  I  didfo  mean  a  thing ,  as  to  love  a  Fellow,  I  wou’d  not  do  fo 
mean  a  thing,  as  to  confefs  it,  certainly  ,  by  my  trouble  to  part  with  him  •  If 
I  confelt  Love,  it  fliould  be  before  they  left  me. 

Lyd.  So  you  wou’d  deferve  to  be  left,before  you  were*, but  cou’d  you  ever  do 
fo  mean  a  thing,  as  to  confefs  love  to  any  ? 

Flip.  Yes  3  but  I  never  did  fo  mean  a  thing,  as  really  to  love  any  ? 

Lyd.  You  had  once  a  Husband. 

Flip.  Fye,  Madam,  do  you  think  me  fo  ill  bred,  as  to  love  a  Husband. 

Lyd.  You  had  a  Widows  heart ,  before  you  were  a  Widow  I  fee. 

Flip.  I  fhou’d  rather  make  an  adventure  of  my  honour  ,  with  a  Gallant ,  for 
a  Gown  ,  a  new  Coach,  a  Neck-lace ,  than  clap  my  Husbands  cheeks  for  them, 
or  lit  in  his  lap  •  I  fhou’d  be  as  afham’d  to  be  caught  in  fuch  a  pofiure  ,  with 
a  Husband,  as  a  brisk  well  bredSpark  of  the  Town,  wou’d  be,  to.be  caught  on 
his  Knees  at  Prayers,  unlefs  to  his  Miftrefs. 

To  them ,  Ranger,  Dapperwit. 

Lyd.  Mr.  Ranger ,  ’twas  obligingly  done  of  you. 

Ran.  Indeed,  Coufin,  I  had  kept  my.promife  with  you,  lafl  night,  but  this 
Gentleman  knows - * - 

Lyd. 


\ 
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Lyd.  You  miftake  me ,  but  you  (hall  not  teflen  any  favour  you  do  me  \  you 
are  going  to  excufe  your  not  coming  to  me  laft  night ,  when  i  take  it  as  a  par¬ 
ticular  obligation  ,  that  though  you  threatned  me  with  a  vifit ,  upon  confide- 
ration  you  were  fo  civil,  as  not  to  trouble  me. 

Dap.  This  is  an  unlucky  morning  with  me  *  here’s  my  eternal  perforation, 
the  Widow  Flippant.  \_Afide. 

Flip.  What,  Mr.  Dapper  wit ! 

Ran.  Indeed,  Coulin,  befides  my  bulinefs ,  another  caufe  ,  I  did  not  wait  on 
you  ,  was ,  my  apprehenfion  ,  you  were  gone  to  the  Park  ,  notwithftanding 
your  Promife  to  the  contrary. 

Lyd.  Therefore  ,  you  went  to  the  Park,  to  vifit  me  there,  notwithstanding 
your  promife  to  the  contrary.  -  Y 

Ran.  Who  ,  I  at  the  Park  ?  when  I  had  promis’d  to  wait  upon  you  at  your 
Lodging  ;  but  were  you  at  the  Park,  Madam  ? 

Lyd.  Who  ,  I  at  the  Park  ?  when  I  had  promis’d  to  wait  for  you  at  home 
I  was  no  more  at  the  Park  than  you  were  •  were  you  at  the  Park  ? 

Ran.  The  Park  had  been  a  difmal  defatt  to  me,  notwithftanding  all  the  good* 
Company  in’t  *  if  I  had  wanted  yours. 

Lyd ;  Beceufe  it  has  been  the  conftant  endeavour  of  men,  to  keep  Women  ig¬ 
norant,  they  think  us  fo,but’tis  that  encreafes  our  inquifitivenefs,  and  makes  us. 
know  them  ignorant,as  falfe  y  he  is  as  impudent  a  difiembler  as  theWidow  Flip¬ 
pant  ^  who  is  making  her  importunate  addrefies,  in  vain,  for  ought  l  fee.  [_Ajide, 

Flippant  driving  Dapperwit  from  one  fide  of  the 
■  Stage,  to  the  other . 

Flip.  Dear,,  Mr.  Dapper voit ,  merciful  Mr.  Dapperwit. 

Dap.  Unmerciful  Lady  Flippant. 

Flip.  Will  you  be  fatisfied  ? 

Dap.  Won’t  you  be  fatisfied. 

Flip.  That  a  Wit  Ihou’d  be  Jealous !  that  a  Wit  firm’d  be  jealous ! '  thereV 
never  a  brisk  young  fellow  in  the  Town,  though  no  Wit,  Heaven  knows  •  but 
thinks  too  well  of  himfelf, to  think  ill  of  his  Wife, or  Miftrefs  *,  now  that  a  Wit. 
Ihou’d  lefien  his  opinion  of  himfelf,  for  fharne.  [ \Afide  to  Dapperwit. 

Dap.  I  promis’d  to  bring  you  oft,  but  I  find  it  enough  to  fiiift 
for  my  felf— -  fSo/r/y  apart. to  Ranger.. 

Lyd.  What,  out  of  breath,  Madam? 

Flip.  I  have  been  defending  our  caufe  ,  Madam  •  I  have  beat  him  cut  of  the. 
Pit  ^  I  do  fo  mumble  thefe  prating,  cenforious  fellows,  they  call  Wits ,  when 
I  meet  with  them. 

Dap .  Her  Ladyfhip  indeed,  is  the  only  thing  in  Petty-coats,  I  dread,  ’twas 
well  for  me  there  was  Company  in  the  Room  ^  for  1  dare  no  more  venture  my 
felf  with  her  alone  ,  then  a  Gulley  that  has  been  bit ,  dares  venture  himfelf  in- 
a  Tavern,  with  an  old  Rook. 

Flip.  1  am  the  revenger  of  our  Sex,  certainly. 

Dap.  And  the  molt  infatmble  one  ,  1  ever  knew,  Madam  I  dare  not  hand 
your  fury  longer  ;  Mr.  Ranger  ,  I  will  go  before.and  make  a  new  appointment 

ith  yourFriends  that  expedt  you  at  dinner, as  the  jFre»c7>Hotfe}’tis  fit  bufinefs ; 
w  11  wait  on  Love.  .  ~  Ran. 
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Rani  Do  fe — but  now  I  think  on’t ,  Sir  Thomas  goes  out  of  Town  this  Af- 

ternon,  and  I  fhall  not  fee  him  here  again  thefe  three  months. 

Lyd.  Nay,  pray  take  him  •with  you,  Sir. 

L lip.  No,  Sir,  yon  fhall  not  take  the  Gentleman  from  his  Miftrefs :  fdo  not 
go  yet,  fwect  Mr.  Dappermt.j  .  ZAfidc. 

Lyd.  Take  him  with  yon ,  Sir  •  I  fuppofe  his  buhnefs  may  be  there  ,  to  bor¬ 
row,  or  win  ,  money,  and  1  ought  net  to  be  his  hinderance  ^  for  when  he  has 
none,  he  has  his  defperate  defigns  upon  that  little  1  have  ^  for  want  of  money, 
makes  as  devout  Lovers  as  Chriftians. 


Dap.  I  hope,  Madam,  he  offers  you  no  lefs  feeurity,  than  his  liberty. 

Lyd.  Mis  liberty  ,  as  poor  a  pawn  to  take  up  money  on,  as  honour  ^  he  is 
like  the  defperateBank- Routs  of  this  Age, who  if  they  can  get  peoples  Fortunes 
into  thier  hands,  care  not  though  they  fpend  them  in  Gaol,  all  their  lives. 

Flip.  And  the  poor  crediting  Ladies,  when  they  have  parted  with  their  mo¬ 
ney,  mult  be  contented  with  a  pitiful  compofitiotgor  ftarve  for  all  them. 

Ran.  But'Widows  are  commonly  fo  wife  ,  as  to  be  fore  their  men  are  folva- 
ble  before  they  truft  ‘’em. 

Flip.  Can  you  blame  ’em  ^  I  declare,  I  will  truft  no  man,  pray  do  not  take  it 
ill.  Gentlemen  ^  Quacks  in  their  Bills ,  and  Poets  in  the  titles  of  their  Plays, 
do  not  more  difappoint  us, then  Gallants  with  their  promifes  but  I  truft  none. 

Dap.  Nay,  (he’s  a  very  Jew  in  that  particular*  to  my  knowledge,  fhee’ll 
know  her  man,  over  and  over  gain,  before  fhe  truft  him. 

Ran.  Well,  my  deareft  Coufm  ,  good  morrow  •  when  I  ftay  from  you,  fo 
long  again,  blame  me  to  purpofe,  and  be  extreamly  angry  ^  for  nothing  can 
make  me  amends  for  the  lofs  of  your  Company  ,  but  your  reprehenfion  of  my 
abfence  ^  I’ll  take  fuch  a  Chiding,  as  kindly  as  Ruffian  Wives,  do  beating. 

Lyd.  If  you  were  my  Husband  ,  I  cou’d  not  take  your  abfence  more  kindly, 
than  I  do. 

Ran.  And  if  you  were  my  Wife,!  wou’d  truft  you  as  much  ont  of  my  fight,as 
I  cou’d,  to  fliew  my  opinion  of  your  virtue. 

Flip.  A  well-bred  Gentleman,  I  warrant  ^  will  you  go  then,  cruel  Mr.  Dap * 
porrvit  ?  f  Ex.  Ranger  and  Dapperwit. 

•  Lyd.  Have  I  not  dilllmbled  well,  Leonor  ?  [_^4pa) t. 

Leo.  But,  Madam,  to  what  purpofe  why  do  you  not  put  him  to  his  tryal, 
and  fee  what  he  can  fay  for  himfelf  ? 

Lyd.  I  am  afraid  left  my  proofs ,  ,and  his  guilt,  Ihou’d  make  him  defperate, 
and  fo  contemn  that  pardon,  which  he  cou’d  not  hope  for. 

Leo.  ’Tis  unjuft  to  condemn  him,  before  you  hear  him. 

Lyd.  I  will  reprieve  him  till  I  have  more  evidence. 

Leo.  How  will  you  get  it  ? 

Lyd.  I  will  write  him  aLetter  inCbriftma's  name,deliring  to  meet  him  \  when 
i  fhall  foon  difeover  ,  if  his  love  to  her  be  of  a  longer  Handing,  than  ftnee  laft 
night  ^  and  if  it  be  not ,  1  will  not  longer  truft  him  with  the  vanity  ,  to  think 
fhe  gave  him  the  occafion ,  to  follow  her  home  from  the  Park  }  fo  will  at  once 
difabufe  him  and  my  felf. 

Leo.  What  care  the  jealous  take  in  making  fure  of  ills ,  which  they ,  but  in 
imagination,  cannot  undergo. 
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Lyd.  Misfortunes  are  leaft  dreadful,  when  moll  near. 
*Tis  lefs  to  undergo  the  ill,  than  fear. 


A  C  T  IV.  SCENE! 

Griped  Houfe. 

Enter  Mrs.  Joyner,  and  Gripe,  in  a  Blew  Gown  and  Night  Cap. 

Joyn.  \XTUat  not  well,  your  Worfnip  ?  this  it  is,  you  will  be  laying  out 
VV  your  felf  beyond  your  ftrength:,  you  have  taken  a  Surfeit  of  the 
little  Gentlewoman ,  I  find  •,  indeed,  you  Ihou’d  not  have  been  fo  immoderate 
in  your  embraces,  your  Worfhip  is  fomething  in  years,  intruiy. 

Gripe.  Gracelefs,  Perfidious  Woman ,  what  mak’ft:  thou  here  ?  art  thou  not 
afraid  to  be  us’d  like  anInformer,fmce  thou  haft  made  me  pay  the  for  betraying  me? 

Joyn.  Betray  your  Worihip  ,  what  do  you  mean  ?  I  an  informer  ,  I  fcorn 
your  words. 

Gripe.  Woman  ,  I  fay  again  ,  thou  art  as  Treacherous  as  an  Informer  ,  and 
more  unreafonable  ^  for  he  lets  us  have  fomething  for  bur  money  ,  before  he 
dilturbs  us.  '  v 

Joyn.  Your  money,  I’me  fure,  was  laid  out  faithfully  and  I  went  away  be- 
caufe  I  wou’d  not  difturb  you. 

Gripe.  I  had  not  grudg’d  you  the  money  I  gave  you  ,  but  the  five  hundred 
pound  ^  the  five  hundred  pound,  inconfcionable  falfe  Woman  ^  the  five  hund¬ 
red  pound  }  you  cheated,  trappan'd,  rob’d  me  of  the  five  hundred  pound. 

Joyn.  I  cheat  you,  I  rob  you  ;  well  remember  what  you  fay,  you  fhall  anfwer 
it  before  Mr.  Double- Cap,  and  the  belt  of — — • 

Gripe.  Oh  impudent  Woman,  fpeak  fSftly  / 

Joyn.  I  will  not  fpeak  foftly  tor  innocence  is  loud,  as  well  as  bare-fac’d  ^  is 
this  your  return  ,  after  you  have  mgde  me  a  meer  drudge  to  your  filthy  lulls.? 

Gripe.  Speak  foftly,  my  Sifter,  Daughter  and  Servants  will 'hear. 

Joyn.  U  wou’d  have  witneftes,  to  take  notice  ,  that  you  blaft  my  good  name, 
which  wis  as  white  as  a  Tnljp  ,  and  as  fweet  as  the  head  of  your  Cane  before 
you  wrought  me  to  the  carrying  on  the  work  of  your  fleikly  carnal  feekings.. 

Gripe.  Softly,  foftly,’ roeyuire  coming  in. 

Enter  Flippant  and  Martha. 

Flip.  What’s  the  matter,  Brother  ? 

Gripe.  Nothing,  nothing,  Sifter  ,  only  the  Godly  Woman  is  fallen  into  a  fit 
of  Zeal,  againft  the  enormous  Cranfgreftions  of  the  Age  •  go,  go,  you  do  not 
love  to  hear  vanity  reprov’d  *,  pray  be  gone. 

Joyn.  Pray  ftay,  Madam,  that  you  may  know— — 

Gripe.  Hold,  hold,  here  are  five  Guinies  for  thee. 

Pray  fay  nothing.  ’•  [yjfide.  To  Joyner. 

Sifter,  pray  be  gone,  I  fay  *,  wou’d  you  prejudice 
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Your  own  reputation,  to  injure  mine?  \_Ex.  Flippant  and  Martha. 

Joyn.  Wou’d  you  prejudice  your  own  Soul  to  wrong  my  repute  intruiy  ? 

[ [She  feems  to  weep. 

.  Gripe.  Pray  have  me  in  excufe  ;  indeed  ,  I  thought ,  you  had  a  fhare  of  the 
five  hundred  pound  ,  becaufe  you  took  away  my  Seal  Ring  ,  which  they  made 
me  fend  ,  together  ,  with  a 'Note  to  my  Cafh-keeper  for  five  hundred  pouncf  ■ 
bdides,  I  thought  none  ,  but  you  ,  knew  it  was  my  wonted  token  to  fend  for 
Money  by. 

Joyn.  ’Tis  unlucky  I  fhou’d  forget  it,  and  leave  it  on  the  Table  ^  but  oh  the 
Harlotry  !  did  fhe  make  that  ufe  of  it  then  ?  ’twas  no  wonder  you  did  not  Ray 
till  I  came  back. 

Gripe.  I  Ray’d  till  the  money  releas’d  me. 

Joyn.  Have  they  the  money  then  ?  five  hundred  pound ! 

Gripe.  Too  certain. 

Joyn.  They  told  me  not  a  word  of  it  *,  and  have  yop  no  way  to  retrieve  it  ? 

Gripe.  Not  any. 

Joyn.  I  am  glad  of  it.  [Ajide. 

Is  there  no  Law  but  againft  Saints  ? 

Gripe.  I  will  not  for  five  hundred  pound  ,  publifh  my  tranfgreflion  my  felf  ^ 
left  I  lhou’d  be  thought  to  glory  in’t  •  though,  I  muft  confefs,  ’twould  tempt 
a  man  to  conform  to  publick  praying  and  finning  \  fince  ’tis  fo  chargeable  to 
pray,  and  fin  in  private. 

Joyn.  But  are  you  refolv’d  to  give  off,  a  lofer  ? 

,  Gripe.  How  fhall  I  help  it  ? 

Joyn.  Nay, I’ll  fee  you  fhall  have,  what  the  young  Jade  has,  for  your  money. 
I’ll  make  ’em  ufe  fome  confidence  however  ^  take  a  man’s  money  for  nothing  ? 

Gripe.  Thou  fay’ft  honeftly  indeed  •  and  fhall  I  have  my  penniworths  out 
of  the  little  Gentlewoman  for  all  this  ? 

Joyn.  I’ll  be  engag’d  body  for  body  for  her,  and  you  fhall  take  the  forfeiture 
on  me  elfe. 

Gripe.  No,  no,  I’ll  rather  take  your  word,  Mrs.  Joyner. 

Joyn.  Go  in  and  drefs  your  felf  Smug,  and  le^ye  the  reft  to  me* 

Gripe.  No  man  breathing  would  give  off  a  lofer,  as  fhe  fays.  C Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Simon  Addleplot ,  fitting  at  a  Desk  writing  as  a 
Clerk ,  my  Lady  Flippant  jogging  him. 

Sir  Sim.  ’Tis  a  Lord’s  Mortgage, and  therefore  requires  the  more  haft  ^  pray 
do  not  jog  me.  Madam. 

Flip.  Dull  Rafcal.  \_A fide. 

Sir  Sim.  They  cannot  ftay  for  money,  as  other  Folks }  if  you  will  not  let  me 
make  an  end  on’t,  I  fhall  lofe  my  Expedition-Fee. 

Flip.  There  are  fome  Clerks  wou’d  have  underftood  me  before  this.  [ [Afide . 

Sir  Sim.  Nay  ,  pray  be  quiet ,  Madam  \  if  yon  fqueeze  me  fo  to  the  wall,  I 
cannot  write. 

Flip.  ’Tis  much  for  the  honour  of  the  Gentlemen  of  this  Age  ,  that  we  Per- 
fbns  of  Quality  are  forc’d  todefeend  to  the  importuning  of  a  Clerk,  a  Butler, 
Coach-Man  ,  or  Foot-man  $  while  the  Rogues  are  as  dull  of  apprehenfion  too. 
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as  anunftedgMCountrySquire,  ainongil  hisMothersMaids.r^^'D^  him  again. 

Sir  Sim.  Again,  Let  me  teil  you.  Madam, familiarity  breeds  contempt  ^  you’ll 
never  leave,  till  you  have  made  me  fawcy. 

Flip.  I  wou’d  I  cou’d  fee  that. 

Sir  Sim*  1  vow  and  fwear  then,  get  you.  gone*  or  I’U  add  a  black  patch,  or 
two  to  thofe  on  your  face. 

I  (hall  have  no  time  to  get  Mrs.  Martha  out,  for  her.  [Afide. 

■ Flip .  Will  you,  Sir,  will  you?  [Jogs  him  again. 

Sir  Sim  I  muft  have  a  plot  for  her,  fhe  is  a  coy  Woman.  [A fide. 

I  vow  and  fwear  if  you  pafs  this  Crevife,  I’ll  kifsyou  in  plain  Engiifn. 

Flip.  I  won'd  1  cod'd  fee  that,  do  you  defie  me  ? 

[Steps  to  him.  [He  kijfes  her » 

Sir  Sim.  How’s  this  ?  I  vow  and  fwear,  (lie  kiifes  as  tamely  as  Mrs.  Ticklifh , 
and  with  her  mouth  open  too.  .  [Afide. 

Flip .  i  thought  you  wou'd  have  been  aiham’d,to  have  done  fo  to  yourMalters 
own  Siller. 

Sit  Sim.  I  hope  you’ll  be  quiet  now.  Madam.? 

Flip.  Nay,  I’ll  be  reveng’d  of  you  fure. 

Sir  Shn.  If  you  come  again,  1  shall  do  more  to  you  than  that  •  I’ll  purfue  my 
Plot,  and  try  jf  (he  be  honeft.  [Afide. 

Flip.  You  do  more  to  me  than  that  ^  nay, if  you’ll  do  more  to  me  than  that— 

[She  throws  down  his  Ink ,  and  runs  out ,  he  follows  her , 
Enter  Joyner. 

Joyn.  I  mull  vilit  my  young  Clyents  in  the  mean  time. 

Sir  Sim  n  returns  holding  up  his  hands. 

Joyn.  What’s  the  matter,  Sir  Simon  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Lord,  who  wou’d  have  thought  it  ? 

Joyn.  What  ail  you.  Sir  Simon  ? 

Sir  Sim.  I  have  made  fuch  a  difcovery,  Mrs.  Joyner . 

Joyn.  W"hat  is’t  ?  - 

Sir  Sim.  Such  an  one,thaumakes  mb4t  once  glad,  and  forty  •  I  am  forry  my 
Lady  Flippant  is  nought,  but Vm  glad  Inenow  it  3  thanks  Hill  to  my  difguife. 
Joyn.  Fye,  fye.*~  /'A 
Sir  Sim.  Nay,  this  hand  can  tell  — - 
Joyn.  But  how  ! 

Sir  Sim.  She  threw  down  my  Ink  gkfs,  and  ran  away  into  the  next  room  3  I 
follow’d  her,  and  in  revenge,  threw*  her  down  upon  the  Bed  3  but  in  ihort,all 
that  I  cou’d  do  to  her,  would  not  make  her  fqueek. 

Joyn.  She  was  out  of  breath  man,  Ihe  was  out  of  breath. 

T  Sir  Sim.  Ah,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  fay  no  more,  fay  no  more  of  that. 

Enter  Flippant. 

Flip.  You  rude,  unmannerly  Rafcal. 

Joyn.  You  fee  fhe  complains  nowr.  ~ 

Sir  Sim.  I  know  why,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  I  know  why.  .  [Apart. 

Flip.  I’ll  have  you  turn’d  out  of  the  Houfe ,  you  are  not  lit  for  my  Brother’s 

Service. 

Sir  Sim.  Not  for  yours,  you  mean.  Madam.  [Afide. 

G  Flip. 
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Flip.  I’ll  go  and  acquaint  my  Brother - 

Joyn.  Hold,  hold,  Madam,  fpeak  not  fo  loud,  Yis  Sir  Simon  Addleplot ,  your 
Lover  ,  who  has  taken  this  difguife  on  purpofe  to  be  near  you  ^  and  to  watch, 
and  fupplant  his  Rivals. 

Flip.  What  a  beaft  was  1, 1  con’d  not  difcover  it,  you  have  undone  me  $  why 
wou’d  you  not  tell  me  fooner  of  it  ?  \_Afide  to  Joyner. 

Joyn.  I  thought  he  had  been  difccrnable  enough. 

Flip.  1  proteft  I  knew  him  not  for  l  muft  confefs  to  you,  my  eyes  are  none 
of  the  bell,  lince  1  have  us’d  the  lait  new  vvafh  of  Mercury  watery  what  will  he 
think  of  me  ? 

Joyn.  Let  me  alone  with  him  •,  come,  come,  did  you  think  yon  cou’d  difguiie 
your  felffrom  my  Lady’s  knowledg  •,  Ihe  knew  you,  Man,  or  elfe  you  had  ne’er 
had  thofe  liberties  alas,  poor  Lady,  Ihe  cannot  refill:  you. 

Flip.  ’Tis  my  weaknefs. 

Sir  Sim .  How’s  this  ?  but  here  comes  my  Mailer. 

Enter  Gripe  and  Martha. 

Gripe.  Come,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  are  you  ready  to  go  ? 

Joyn.  ]  am  ever  ready  when  your  Worlhip  commands. 

Flip.  Brother,  ifyougoto  t’other  end  of  the  Town,  you’l  fet  me  down 
near  the  Play-houfe. 

Gripe.  The  Play-houfe,  do  you  think  I  will  be  feen  near  the  Play-houfe  ? 

Flip.  You  (hall  fet  me  down  in  Lincolns -Inn- Fields  then  ,  for  I  have  carnefb 
bulinefs  there  ^  (When  I  come  home  again,  i’ll  laugh  at  you  foundly. 

Sir  Simon.')  w  ■  f  Apart. 

Sir  Sim.  Has  Joyner  betray’d  me  then  ?  ’tis  time  to  look  to  my  hits.  [ 'Afide . 

Gripe.  Martha ,  be  fure  you  flay  within  now  \  if  you  go  out,  you  fhall  never 
come  into  my  doors  again.  ** 

Mart.  No,  I  will  not,  Sir  ^  I’ll  ne’er  come  into  your  door§  again  ,  if  once  I 
fhou’d  go  oat. 

Gripe.  ’Tis  well  faid.  Girl.  .  [Foe.  Gripe,  Joyner,  Flip. 

Sir  Sim.  ’Twas  prettily  faid,  I  underftaffd  y<?ti,they  are  dull,  and  have  no  in¬ 
trigue  in  ’em  •,  but  dear,  fweet  Mrs.  Martha ,  ’tis  time  we  were  gone,  you  have 
ftoje  away  your  Scarfs,  and  Hood  from  your  Maid,  I  hope. 

Man.  Nay,  I  am  ready,  but— - 

Sir  Sim.  Come,  come  ,  Sir  Simon  Addleplot ,  poor  Gentleman,  is  an  impa¬ 
tient  man  to  my  knowledge. 

Mart.  Well,  my  venture  is  great,I’m  fure,  for  a  Man  I  know  not  *  but  pray, 
Jonas^  do  not  deceive  me  ^  is  he  fo  fine  a  Gentleman,  as  you  fay  he  is  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Pifh,  pifh,  he  is  the - Gentleman  of  the  Town,  faith  and  troth. 

Man.  But  may  I  take  your  word^Jonas  ? 

Sir  Sim.  ’Tis  not  my  word,  ’tis  the  word  of  all  the  Town. 

Mart.  Excufe  me,  Jonas ,  for  that  ^  I  never  heard  any  fpeak  well  of  him,  but 
Mr.  Vappermt ,  and  you. 

Sir  Sim.  That’s  becaufe  he  has  been  a  Rival  to  all  men  ,  and  a  Gallant  to  all 
Ladies  •  Rivals,  and  deferted  Miftrelfes,  never  fpeak  well  of  a  Man. 

Man.  Has  he  been  fo  general  in  his  Amours ,  his  kindnefs  is  not  to  be  va¬ 
lu’d  then  ? 
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Sir  Sim.  The  more  by  you ,  becaufe  ’tis  for  you  he  deferts  all  the  reft,  faith 
and  troth. 

Mart.  You  plead  better  for  him  ,  than  he  cou’d  for  himfelf  j  I  believe ,  for 
indeed  they  fay,  he  is  no  better  than  an  Ideot 

Sir  Sim.  Then  believe  me,Madam,  for  no  body  knows  him  better  than  I  ^  he 
has  as  much  Wit,Courage, and  as  good  aMeen  to  the  full, as  I  have  *,  he  arildeot  ? 

Man.  The  common  Gull,  fo  perfpicuous  a  Fop ,  the  Women  find  him  out, 
for  none  of ’em  will  marry  him. 

Sir  Sim.  You  may  fee- new ,  how  he  and  you  are  abus’d  for  that  he  is  not 
Married,is  a  fign  of  his  Wit  \  and  for  being  perfpicuous,  ’tis  falfe,  he  is^as  my- 
fterious  as  a  new  Parliament  Man,  or  a  young  States-Man,  newly  taken  from  a 
Coffee-houfe,  or  Tennis-court. 

Mart.  But  is  it  a  fign  of  his  Wit  becaufe  he  is  not  Married  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Yes,  yes,  your  Women  of  the  Town  ravifh  your  Fops  • 

There’s  not  one  about  the  Town  unmarried,  that  has  any  thing. 

Mart.  It  may  be  then  he  has  fpent  his  Eftate. 

Sir  Sim.  How  unluckily  guefs’d.  [u4fide. 

If  he  had,  he  has  a  head  can  retrieve  it  again. 

Mart.  Befides,  they  fay,  he  has  had  the  modifh  diftemper. 

Sir  Sim.  He  can  cure  it  with  the  belt  French  Chirurgion  in  Town. 

Mart.  Has  his  pradice  on  himfelf,  been  fo  much  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Come,  come.  v 

Fame,  like  deferted  Jilt,  does  fhill  belye  Men, 

Who  doubts  her  Man,  mull:  be  advis’d  by  Hymen. 

For  he  knows  befl  of  any,  how  to  try  Men.  [Exeunt. 

The  Scene,  The  Old  Pell-Mell. 

Enter  Ranger  and  Dapperwit. 

Ran.  Now  the  Lucy's  have  renounc’d  us  ^  Hey  for  the  CbrifiM s ,  fne  cam 
not  ufe  me  worfe,  than  your  honourable  Miftrefs  did  you. 

Dap.  A  Pox,fome  young  Heir,  or  another,  has  promis’d  herMarriage  •  there 
are  fo  many  Fools  in  the  World  ,  ’tis  impoifible  for  a  man  of  Wit  to  keep  his 
Wench,  from  being  a  Lady,  let  me  perifh. 

Ran.  But  have  you  no  other  Acquaintance  that  flicks  to  her  vocation,  in 
fpight  of  temptations  of  honour,  or  filthy  lucre  •,  I  declare,  I  make  honourable 
Love,  meerly  out  of  necefiity  •,  as  your  Rooks  play  on  the  fquare,  rather  than 
not  play  at  all. 

[To  them  Leonore,  Lydia’*  Woman  Mask'd,  tvith  a  Letter  in  her  hand. 

Dap.  Come,  the  Devil  will  not  lofe  a  Gamefter  •,  here’s  ready  money  for 
you,  pufh  freely. 

Rang.  Thou’rt  as  well  met,  as  if  by  alfignation.  [To  her . 

Leon.  And  you  are  as  well  met,  as  if  you  were  the  Man  I  look’d  for. 

Rang.  Kind  Rogue.— — — 

Leon.  Sweet  Sir 

Rang.  Come,  I  am  thyPrifbner,  (without  more  words)  fhew  but  thy  warrant. 

[Goes  to  pull  off  her  Mask. 

G  1  1  Leo. 


Love  in  a  Wood,  Or, 


Leo.  You  miftakfc,  Sir,  here  is  my  Pafs_ 
Ran,  A  Letter,  and  directed  to  me. 


C  Gives  him  the  Letter. 

[Reads. 


J  cannot  put  up  the  injuries,  and  affronts  you  did  me  lajl  night  •  (a  challenge  upon 
my  life,  and  by  fuch  a  meflenger)  therefore  conjure  you  by  your  Honour,  at  eight 
a  Clock  precifely ,  this  Evening ,  to  fend  your  man  to  St.  James'^  Gate ,  to  wait  for 
me  with  a  Chair ,  to  condull  me,  to  what  place  you  {hall  think  mofi  fit,  for  the  giving 
cf  fatisf avion  to  the  injur'd  Chrillina. 


Cbrifiina  !  I  am  amaz’d  !  what  is’t  a  Clock,  Dapper  wit  ? 

Dap,  It  wants  not  half  an  hour  of  eight. 

Ran.  Go  then  back,  my  pretty  Herauld,  "  [To  the  Maid. 

ar.d  tell  inv  fair  Enemy,  the  fervice  Die  deligns  my  man,  is  only  fit  for  my 
Friend  here  ^  of  whole  Faith  and  Honour,  file  may  be  fecure  of  •  he  fhall,  im¬ 
mediately,  go  wait  for  her  at  St.  James' s  Gate  ?  vvhilft  I  go  to  prepare  a  place 
for  our  ran-counter,  and  my  felf  to  dye  at  her  feet :  [Ex.  Leonore. 

Dapper  wit,  dear  Dapperwit.  * 

Dap.  What  lucky  SurprifaFs  this  ? 

Ran.  Prethc  ask  no  queilions,  till  I  have  moreleifure,  and  Iefs  aftonifiiment} 

I  kno  w, .  you  win  not  deny  to  be  an  inftrumeat  in  my  happinefs. 

Dap.  No,  let  me  periih,  I  take  as  much  pleafure  to  bring  Lovers  toother, 
as  an  old  Woman,  that  as  a  Bankrupt  Gamefter  loves  to  look  on,  though  he 
has  no  advantage  by  the  play  -,  or  as  a  Bully  that  fights  not  nimfeif,  yet  takes 
pleafure  tp  fee  people  together  by  the  Ears  *,  or  as - 

Ran.  Snieath  ,  is  this  a  time  for  fimilitndes  ? 

Dap.  You  have  made  me  miiearry  of  a  good  thought,  now  let  me  periih. 

Ran.  Go  prefen1: !y  to  St.  James's  Gate,  where  you  are  to  exped  the  coming 
of  a  Lady  (7tis  Cbrifiina )  acrompany’d  by  that  Woman  you  faw  ev’n  now  file 
will  permit  you  to  put  her  into  a  'hair,  and  then  condud  her  to  my  lodging, 
while  I  go  before  to  remove  fome  Spies,  and  prepare  .it  for  her  reception. 

Dap.  Your  lodging  ^  had  yon  not  better  carry  her  to  Vincent* s,  ’tis  hard  by3fI 
and  there  a  vizard  Mask  has  as  free  egrefs  and  regrefs,  as  at  the  Piay-houfe. 

Ran.  Faith,  though  it  be  not  very  prudent,  yet  Ihe  fhall  come  thither  in  my 
vindication  •  for  he  wou’d  not  believe  I  had  feen  her  lafb  night. 

Dap.  To  have  a  fine  woman,  and  not  tell  on’t  as  you  fay,  Mr.  Ranger— 

Ran.  Go  ,  and  bring  her  to  Vincent's  lodging ,  there  I’ll  exped  you. 

[Exeunt  fever  ally. 


Enter  Chrillina,  Ifabel,  her  Woman. 

Jj'ab.  This  is  the  door,  Madam,  here  Mr.  Vincent  lodges. 

Chrif.  ’Tis  no  matter,  we  will  pafs  it  by,  left  the  people  of  our  lodgings 
fnon’d  watch  us  but  if  he  Ihou’dnot  be  here  now. 

Ifab.  Who,  Mr.  Valentine,  Madam  ?  I  warrant  you ,  my  intelligencer  dares 
not  fail  me. 

Chrif  Did  he  come  laft  night,  faid  he  ? 
fiah.  Laft  night  late. 

Chri. 
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Chri.  And  not  fee  me  yet  ^  nay,  not  fend  to  me  }  ’tis  falfe,  he  is  not  come  ; 

I  wifli  he  were  not.  I  know  qpt  w  hich  I  Ihou’d  take  more  unkindly  from 
him,  expofing  his  life  to  his  revengeful  Enemies  ^  or  being  almolt  four  and 
twTenty  hours  fo  near  me,  and  not  let  me  know’t. 

Ifab.  A  Lovers  dangers  are  the  only  fecrets  kept  from  his  Midrefs*,  he 
came  not  to  you,  becaufe  he  wou’d  not  purchafe  his  happinefs  with  your  fear 
and  apprehenfions. 

Chrif.  Nay,  he  is  come,  I  fee,  fince  you  are  come  about  again  of  his  fide. 

Ifab.  Will  you  go  in.  Madam,  and  difprove  me,  if  you  can  }  ’tis  better  than 
{landing  in  the  dreet.  ' 

Cbrif.  We’ll  go  a  little  farther  fird,  and  return.  {Exeunt. . 

Vincent’s  Lodging. 

Enter  Vincent  and  Valentine. 

Vin.  I  told  you  I  had  fent  my  Man  to  Chrifiina’ s  ,  this  Morning,  to- enquire 
of  her  Maid,  (who  feldom  denies  hima  fecret)  if  her  Lady  had  been  at  the 
Park  lad:  night*,  which  Ihe  peremptorily  anfwered  to  the  contrary,  and 
aiTur’d  him,  (lie  had  not  (tir’d  out  fince  your  departure. 

Val.  Will  not  Chamber-maids  lye,  Vincent  ? 

Fin.  Will  not  Ranger  lie,  Valentine ■? 

*Val.  The  circumfuances  of  his  (tory  prov’d  it  true. 

Vin.  Do  you  think  fo  old  a  Matter  in  the  faculty,  as  he,  will  want  the 
varnifh  of  probability  for  his  lies  ? 

Val.  Do  you  think  a  Woman,  having  the  advantage  of  her  Sex,  and  Educa¬ 
tion,  under  fuch  a  Midrefs,  will  want  Impudence  to  disavow  a  truth,  that 
might  be  prejudicial  to  that  Midrefs  ? 

Vin.  But  if  both  tedimonies  aro  fallible  ^  why  will  you  needs  believe  his  ? 
we  are  apter  to  believe  the  things  we  wou’d  have  than  thole  we  wou’d  not. 

Val.  My  ill  luck  has  taught  me  to  credit  my  mif-fddtimes,  mnd  doubt  my 
happinefs.  . 

Vin.  But  fortune  we  know  incondant. 

Val.  And  all  of  her  Sex.  '  .  >  . 

Vin.  Will  you  judge  of  fortune  by  your  experience,  and  not  do  your  Miltrefs 
the  lame  jultice.?  go  lee  her,  and  fatisfie  your  felf  and  her  ^  for  if  ihe  be  in¬ 
nocent,  confider  how  culpable  you  are, not  only  in  your  cenfures  of  her,  but  in 
not  feeing  her  fince  your  coming. 

Val.  If  Ihe  be  innocent,  1  Ihou’d  be  afraid  to  furprife  her,  for  her  fake ; 
if  falfe,  I  Ihou’d  be  afraid  to  furprife  her,  for  my  own. 

Vin.  To  be  jealous,  and  not  inquiiitive,  is.  as  hard  as  to  love  extreamly,  and 
not  to  be  fomething  jealous. 

Val.  Inquifitivenefs  as  feldom  cures  jealoufie,  as  drinking  in  a  Fever  quenches 
the  third 

Vin.  If  Ihe  were  at  the  Park  lad  night ,  ’tis  probable  file’ll  not  mifs  this  ^ 
go  watch  hef  Houfe,  fee  who  goes  out,  who  in  ;  while  I  in  the  mean  time 
fearch  out  Ranger  *  who,  I’ll  pawn  my  Life,  upon  more/difcourfe,  (hall  avow 
his  midake  j  here  he  is,  go  in,  how  luckily  is  he  come  ?  ■<>■: 
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Enter  Ranger. 

Valentine  retires  to  the  door  behind ,  over  hearing  them. 

Vin.  Ranger ,  you  have  prevented  me*  1  was  going  to  look  you  Out  ,  be¬ 
tween  the  Scenes  at  the  Play- Houfe, the  Coffee-houfe,Tenms-CQiirt,or  Gifford'3 s. 

Ran.  Do  you  want  a  pretence  to  go  to  a  Bawdy-houfe  ?  bat  1  have  other 
vij'its  to  make.  ^ 

athev  have  fought  you  in  Chrftina\  Lodgings,ha,ha,  ha. 

1  juft  come  to  tell  you  that  C hrftina - 

y- light ,  the  kind  Lady  you  follow’d  laft  night  out  of 

ews  for  you,  to  my  thinking. 


x 


Vin.  I  forget, I  /hoi 

Ran.  Well,  well, 

Vin.  Proves  not  b; 
the  Park. 

Ran.  I  have  better 

Vin.  Whatis’t? 

Ran.  Not  that  I  have  been  in.Chriftind’s  lodging  this  morning  *,  but  that  fhe’ll 
be  prefently  here  in  your  Lodging  with  me. 

Val.  How  !  [ [Behind . 

Van.  You  fee  now,  his  report  was  a  jeft,  a  meer  jeft  : 

[Drawing  back  to  the  door ,  where  Valentine  ftoody  and  f peaking  foftly  to  him. 
well,  muft  my  lodging  be  your  Vaulting  School  ftill  *,  thou  halt  appointed  a 
Wench  to  come  hither,  I  find.  ’  fTo  Ran. 

Ran.  A  Wench  you  feem’d  to  have  more  reverence  for  Chriftina  laft  night. 

Vin.  Now  you  talk  of  Chriftina^  prethee  tell  me  what  was  the  meaning  of 
thy  laft  nights  Romance  of  Cbriffina.  * 

Ran.  You  fhall  know  the  meaning  of  all,  when  Chriftina  comes  *,  fhe’l  be  here 
prefently. 

Vin.  Who  will,  Chriftina  ? 

Ran.  Yes,  Chriftina.  W3 

Vin.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ran.  I  ncredulous  envy, thou  art  as  envious  as  an  impotentLetcher  at  aWedding. 

Van.  Thou  art  either  mad,  or  as  vain  as  a  Frencb-many  newly  return’d  home 
from  a  Campaign ,  or  obliging  England. 

Ran.  Thou  art  as  envious  as  a  Rival  •  but  if  thou  art  mine,  there’s  that  wilt 
make  you  delift  •  v  [Gives  him  the  Letter. 

and  if  you  are  not  my  Rival ;  intrufting  you  with  fuch  a  fecret,  will ,  l  know, 
oblige  you  to  keep  it,  and  affift  me  againft  all  other  interefts. 

Van.  Do  you  think  I  take  your  fecret  as  an  obligation  ?  don’t  I  know, Lovers, 
•Travellers,  and  Poets,  will  give  money  to  be  heard  •  but  what’s  the  Paper  ?  a 
Lampoon  upon  Chriftina  .  hatch’d  laft  night  betwixt  Squire  Dapperwit  and  you, 
becaufe  her  maid  us’d  you  feurvily.  • 

Ran.  No,  ’tis  only  a  Letter  from  her, to  (hew,  my  Company  was  not  fo  dif- 
guftful  to  her  laft  night,  but  that  Ihe  defires  it  again  to  day. 

Val.  A  Letter  from  her.  *  [Behind. 

^Vin.  A  Letter  from  Chriftina  ^  —  [Reads. 

Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ran.  Nay,  ’tis  pleafant.  Jf 

Vin.  You  miftake,  I  laugh  at  you  not  the  Letter. 

Ran.  I  am  like  the  winning  Gamefter,  fo  pleas’d  with  my  luck,  I  will  not 
quarrel  with  any,  who  calls  me  a  Fool  for’t, 

*  <  V'm° 
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Fm.  Is  this  the  ftile  of  a  Woman  of  honour  ?  ; 

Ran.  It  may  be,  for  ought  you  know  ;  I’m  fure,  ’tis  well  if  your  female  cor- 
refpondents  can  read. 

Fin.  I  mult  confefs  ,  I  have  none  of  the  little  Letters,  half  name,  or  title*., 
like  your  Spanilh  Epiltles  Dedicatory  •  but  that  a  man  fo  frequent  in  honoura¬ 
ble  Intrigues,  as  you  are,  fhould  not  know  the  fommons  of  an  impudent  com¬ 
mon  Woman,  from  that  of  a  Perfon  of  honour. 

Ran.  Chriftina  is  fo  much  a  Perfon  of  Honour,  fhe’ll  own  what  {he  has  wrif,^ 
when  (he  comes. 

Fin.  But  will  Ihe  come  hither  indeed  ?  •<* 

Ran.  Immediately,  you’ll  excufe  my  liberty  with  you  •,  Icou’d  not  conceal 
fuch  a  happinefs,from  fuch  aFriend  as  you, left  you  Ihou’d  have  taken  -it  unkindly. 

Fin.  Faith,  you  have  oblig’d  me  indeed  ^  for  you,  and  others  wou’d  often 
have  made  me  believe  your  honourable  Intrigues,  but  never  did  me  the  honour, 
to  convince  me  of ’em  before.  f  • 

Ran.  You  are  merry,  I  find,  yet. 

Fn.  When  you  are  happy,  I  cannot  be  otherwife. 

Ran.  But  I  lofe  time,  1  Ihou’d  lay  a  little  Perfon  in  ambufh,  Z^fide. 

that  lives  hard  by,  in  Cafe  Chriftina  fhou’d  be  impatient  to  be  reveng’d  of  her 
Friends,  as  it  often  happens  with  a  difcontented  Heirefs  }  Women  like  old 
Souldiers,  more  nimbly  execute,  than  they  refolve.  *  f  Going  out. 

Fm.  What  now,  you  will  not  dif-appoint  a  Woman  of  Chriftina* s  quality  ? 

Ran.  I’ll  be  here  before  fhe  comes,  I  warrant  you.  f£x.  Ran. 

Fin.  I  do  believe  you  truly  :  what  think  you  Falentine  ? 

Fal.  I  think,  fince  fhe  has  theCourage  to  challenge  him  ;  fhe’ll  have  the  ho¬ 
nour  of  being  firft  in  the  Field. 

Fin.  Fye,  your  opinion  of  her  muft  be  as  bad,  as  Range)'  of  himfelf  is  good, 
to  think  fhe  wou’d  write  him  y  i  long  till  his  bona-roba  comes,  that  you  may  be  . 
both  dif-abus’d. 

Fal.  And  1  have  not  patience  to  flay  her  coming, left  yen  fhou’d  be  dif- abus’d. 

Enter  Chriftina  and' Ifabel. 

Fm.  Here  fhe  is  Pfaith  ^  Pm  glatVffte’s  come. 

Fal.  And  I’m  forry  •,  but  I  will  to  my  poft  again,  left  (lie  ihou’d  fay  fhe  came., 
to  me. 

Fan.  By  Heavens,  Chriftina  her  felf,  ’tis  fhe  !  Z-ftfids*  . 

f  Chriftina  pulls  off  her  Mask ... 

Fal.  ’Tis  fhe  y  curs’d  be  thefe  eyes ,  more  curs’d  ,  than  when  they  firft  be¬ 
tray’d  me  to  that  falfe  bewitching  face.  ZB^hind. 

Chrif.  Yon  may  wonder.  Sir,  to  fee  me  here-r- - 

Fin.  I  muft  confefs  l  do. 

Chrif.  But  the  confidence  your  Friend  has  in  you  ,  is  the  caufe  of  mine  ^  and 
yet  fome  bluihes  it  do’s  coft  me, to  come  to  Peek  a  Man. 

Fal.  Modeft  Creature.  v  ZBehind.  . 

Fin.  How  am  1  deceiv’d  !  #  Z.-dfide* 

Chrif.  here  is  he.  Sir, why  does  he  not  appear  to  keep  me  in  countenance  ? 
pray  call  him.  Sir,  3tis  fomething  hard  if  he  ihou’d  know  I’m  here.. 

Fm.  I  hardly  can,  my  felf,  believe  you  are  here,  Madam. 

Chrif. 


Love  in  a  Wood ;  Or, 


i 

take 


Chrif.  If  my  vifit  be  troublefome  ,  dr!  unfeafonable,  ’tis  your.  Friends  fault, 
defign’Tit  not  to  you,  Sir  ^  pray,  call  him  one,  that  he  may  excufe  it,  arid  fak 

it  on  himfeif,  together  with  my  jfhame.  -  r 

Vsn.  How  impatient  Idle  is  !  ’  .  ,  j“ \Afide. 

'Chrif  Or  do  .you  delay  thp.liappineft  I  a^k,  to'  make  it  more  welcom  ?Thave 
flay’d  top  long  for  it  already  ,  and  cannot  mote  defire  it  •  dear  Sir ,  call  him 
out,  where  is  he  ?  above,  or  here'  within  ?  I’JMh&tc'h  the  ravoin*  which  Voir  will 


not  give :  liGoes  to  the,  door and  d'tftovers  Valentine. 

What  do  ymrhide  your  fdf  for  fhame  ?  *  -  ,  :  f  -  v/ 


Val  1  mull  confefs  1  do.  ' .  .  S 

Chrif, \  To  fee  me  come  hither - — 

Val.  i  acknowledge  it.  ;  .  .  fiVal.  offers  to  go  cut. 

Chrif.  Before  you  came  to  me  ^  but  whither  do  you  go  ?  come  1  can  forgive  you. 

Val.  But  I  cannot  forgive  you,.  , 

Chrif.  Whither  do  you  go  ?  you  need  not  forge  a  quarrel,  to  prevent  mine 
to  you  ^  nor  need  you  try  if  I  wou’d  follow  you  you  know  I  will,  l  have, you  fee. 

Val.  That  impudence  ffiould;  look  fo  like  innocence.  .1  {Aftde. 

Chrif  Whither  wou’d  you  go  ?  why  wou’d  you  go  ?  . 

Val.  To  call  your  Servant  to  you. , 

Chrif  She  is  here,  what  wou’d  you  with  her  ? 

Val.  I  mean  your  Lover,  the  Man  you  came  to  meet. 

Chrif.  Oh.  Heavens!  what  Lover?  what  Man  ?  I  came  to  feeknoManbut 
you,  whom  1  had  too  long  loll.  ■ 

Val.  You  cou’d  not  know  that  I  was  here. 

Chrif.  Ask  her,  ’twas  fhe  that  told  me.  f Points  to  Ifabel. 

Val.  How  cou’d  file  know  ?  ,  .. 

Chrif.  That  you  fhall  know  hereafter. 

Val.  No,  you  thought  me  too  far  out  of  the  way,  to  difiiurb  your  afiignation  j 
and  I  allure  yon.  Madam,  ’twas  my  ill  fortune  not  my  deiign  *,  and  that  it  may 
appear  fo,  1  do  withdraw,  (as  in  all  good  breeding,  and  civility,  I  am  oblig’d) 
for  Lure  your  wifh’d  for  Lover’s  coming. 

Chrif  What  do  you  mean  ?  are  you  a  weary  of  that  title  ? 

Val.  I  am  alham’d  of  it,  fince  it  grows  common.  \J3oing  out. 

Chrif.  Nay,  yon  will  not,  fhall  not  go. 

Val.  My  ftay  might  give  him  jealoufie  ,  and  fo  do  you  injury  ,  and  him  the 
greatefi:  in  the  World  ^  Heavens  forbid  !  I  wou’d  not  make  a  Man  jealous  ^  for 
though  you  call  a  thoufand  vows,and  oaths, and  tears,  to  witnefs,  (as  you  fafely 
may)  that  you  have  not  the  leaft  of  love  for  me  •  yet  if  he  ever  knew ,  how  I 
have  lov’d  yon,  fure  he  wou’d  not,  cou’d  not  believe  you. 

Chrif.  I  do  confefs ,  your  Riddle  is  too  hard  for  me  to  folve  j  therefore 
you  are  oblig’d  to  do’t  your  felf. 

Val.  I  wifh  it  were  capable  of  any  other  interpretation ,  than  what  you 
know  already. 

Chrif.  is  this  that  generous  good  Valentine ,  who  has  difguis’d  him  fo. 

[_Sjje  weeps. 

Vind  Nay,  1  mult  with-hold  you  then  :  [Yftoyr  Val.  going  out. 

methinks  Ihe  (hou’d  be  innocent  ^  her  tongue  ,  ,and  eyes  ,  together,  with  that 
fioud  that  fwells  ’em,  do  vindicate  her  heart.  Val* 


.  Sf  James’s  Rarh  ry 1 

Val.  They  fhew  but  their  long  pra&ice  of  diffimulatioiL  [Going  out. 

yin.  Come  back  y  I  hear  Ranger  coming  upg  ftay  but  till  he  comes. 

Val.  Do  you  think  I  have  the  patience  of  an  Alderman  ? 

Virr.  You  may  go  out  this  way when  you  will,  by  the  back-ftairs  •  but  Hay 
a  little,  till— - —Oh,  here  he  comes. 

Ranger  enters. 

Vaf.  My  revenge  will  now  detain  me.  ftValen.  retires  again. 

Vpon  Ranger’*  entrance ,  Chriftina  puts  on  her  Mash. 

Ran.  What,  come  already  ?  where  is  Dappervcit  ?  [Afide. 

The  bl effing’s  double  that  comes  quickly  •  1  did  not  yet  exped  you  here  ,  0- 
therwife  I  had  not  done  my  felf  the  injury  to  beabfent  ^  but  1  hope.  Madam,  I 
have  not  made  you  Hay  long  for  me. 

Chrif.  I  have  not  ftaid  at  all  for  you. 

Ran.  I  am  glad  of  it.  Madam. 

Chrif.  Is  not  this  that  troublefome  ft  ranger,  who  [To  Ifabch 

Laft  night  follow’d  the  Lady  into  my  lodgings  ?  ’tis  he.  [Afide. 

[Removing  from  him  to  t'other  fide . 

Ran.  Why  do’s  fhe  remove  fo  difdainfully  from  me  ?  [Afide. 

I  find  you  take  it  ill,  I  was  not  at  your  coming  here,  Madam. 

Chrif.  Indeed  I  do  not,  you  are  miftaken.  Sir. 

Ran,  Confirm  me  by  a  fmile  then  ,  Madam  \  remove  that  Cloud  ,  which 
makes  me  apprehend  [Goes  to  take  off  her  Mash. 

foul  weather  :  Mr.  Vincent ,  pray  retire  ’tis  you  keep  on  the  Ladies  Mask, 
and  no  difpleafure,  which  fhe  has  for  me  •  yet ,  Madam,  you  need  not  diftruft 
his  honour,  or  his  faith  y  but  do  not  keep  the  Lady  under  conftraint  ^  pray 
leave 'us  a  little,  Mafter  Vincent. 

Chrif  You  muft  not  leavers,  Sir  ;  wou’d  you  leave  me'  with  a  ftranger  ? 

Val.  How’s  that !  [Behind. 


Ran.  I’ve  done  amifs,  1  find,  to  bring  her  hither, 
Madam,  l  underftayd  you- 


[ Apart  to  Chriftina. 


Chrif.  Sir,  1  do  not  understand  you. 

Ran.  You  wou’d  nop  be  known  to  Mr.  Vincent. 

Chrif.  ’Tis  your  Acquaintance  I  wait’d  avoid. 

Ran.  Dull  Brute,  that  I  was,  to  bring  her  hither  :  [Afide, 

I  have  found  my  error,  Madam  •  give  me  but  a  new  appointment ,  where  \  may 
meet  you  by  and  by, arid  ftraight  1  will  withd-:* aw,as  if  1  knew  you  not.  [Softly  to  her. 
Chrif.  Why,  do  yon  know  me  ? 

Ran.  I  muft  not  own  it.  r  [Afi'de. 

No,  Madam,  but  — -  '  [Offers  to  whifper. 

Chrif.  Whifpering,  Sir,  argues  an  old  Acquaintance:,  but  I  have  not  the  vanity 
The  thought  of  yours,  and  refolve  yu  fhalj.  never  have  the  difparagementof 
me  :  Mr.  Vincent .  pray  let  us  go  in  here. 

fee  but  if  I  let  her  go  thus ,  I  jfhall  be  an 


Ran.  How’s  this!  1  am  undone  I 


eternal  laughing  flock  to  Vincent. 

■ Vin .  Do  you  not  know  him,  Madam  ? 
purpofe  to  meet  him. 

Chrif.  To  meet  him ! 


I  thought  you  had  come  hither  cn 


Vin, 


H 
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Fin.  By  your  own  appointment. 

Chrif.  What  ftrange  infatuation  do’s  delude  you  all  ?  you  know,  he  laid,  he 
did  not  know  me. 

Fin.  You  writ  to  him,  he  has  your  Letter. 

Chrif.  Then  you  know  my  name  fure  ?  yet  you  confefs'd  but  now,  you  knew 
me  not. 

Ran.  I  muff  confefs ,  your  anger  has  difguis’d  you  ,  more  than  your  Mask  } 
for  I  thought  to  have  met  a  kinder  C  hr  i Jim  a  here. 

Chrif  Heavens !  how  con’d  he  know  me  in  this  place  ?  he  watch’d  me  hither 
fure  •  or  is  there  any  other  of  my  name  ,  that  you  may  no  longer  miftake  me, 
for  your  Chrif  in  ai  Til  puli  off  that  which  Tooths  your  error,  [fulls  off  her  Mask. 

Ran.  Take  but  t’other  vizard  off  too  •  1  mean  your  anger,  and  i’ll  fwear  you 
are  the  fame,  and  only  Chrifiina ,  which  I  wiflfd,  and  thought  to  meet  here. 
Chrif.  How  cou’d  you  think  to  meet  me  here  ( 

Ran.  By  virtue  of  this  your  Commiffron,  [ Gives  her  the  Letter. 

which  now,  I  Tee,  was  meant  a  leal  challenge  ^  for  you  look  ,  as  if  you  wou’d 
fight  with  me. 

Chrif.  The  Paper  is  a  llranger  to  me,  I  never  Writ  it  •  you  are  abus’d. 

Fin.  Chrif  ina  is  aPerfon  ofHonour,and  will  own  what  fhe  has  written, Ranger. 
Ran.  So  ,  the  Comedy  begins  •  I  (hall  be  laugh’d  at  fufficiently  ,  if  I  do  not 
juftiiie  my  felt  *,  1  muff  fet  my  impudence  to  hers,  fhe  is  refolv’d  to  deny  all 
I  fee,  and  1  have  loll  all  hope  of  her.  >  [. Afide . 

Fin.  Come,  faith  Ranger - - 

Ran.  You  will  deny  too,  Madam,that  I  follow'd  you  la  it  night  from  thePark, 
to  your  lodging  ,  where  I  flay’d  With  you  till  Morning  j  you  never  faw  me 
before  I  warrant  ? 

Chrif  That  you  rudely  intruded,  laft  night, into  rhy  lodging,  I  cannot  deny 
but  I  wonder  you  have  the  confidence  to  brag  of  it  •,  fure  you  will  not  of  your 
Reception  ? 

Ran.  I  never  was  fo  ill-bred,  as  to  brag  of  my  reception  in  a  Ladies  Cham¬ 
ber  ,  not  a  word  of  that.  Madam. 

Fal.  How  !  if  he  lies,  I  revenge  her  •  if  it  be  true,  I  revenge  my  felf. 

[Valentine  drains  his  Sword ,  which  Vincent  feeing  fkrufes  him  back ,  and  flouts 
the  door  upon  him  before  he  was  difeover'd  by  Ranger. 

Enter  Lydia  and  her  Woman ,  flopping  at  the  door. 

Lyd  What  do  I  fee  !  Chrif  ina  with  him  !  a  Counter-plot  to  mine  ,  to  make 
me,  and  it,  ridiculous  ^  ’tis  true,  I  find  they  have  been  long  Acquainted  ,  and 
l  long  abus’d  •  but  fmee  fhe  intends  a  triumph,  in  fpight,  as  well  as  fhame  ( not 
emulation)  l  retire  ^  fhe  deferves  no  envy,who  will  be  fhortly  in  my  condition y 
his  natural  inconffancy,  will  prove  my  belt  revenge  on  her— on  both. 

[Exeunt  Lydia  with  her  Woman. 

Dapper  wit  to  them. 

Dap.  Chriflina  %  going  away  again  ^  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Ran.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Dap.  I  fcarce  had  paid  the  Chair-Men  ,  and  was  coming  up  after  her,  but  I 
met  her  on  the  Lairs,  in  as  much  hafte,  as  if  fhe  had  been  frightn’d* 

Ran.  Who  do  you  talk  of? 


S*  James’s  Tart 


Dap.  Chrifiina ,  whom  I  took  up  in  a  Chair,  juft  now  at  St.  James's  Gate. 

Ran.  Thou  art  mad,  here  Hie  is,  this  is  Chrijlina. 

Dap.  I  muft  confefs,  \  did  not  fee  her  face  *,  but  I  am  fure  the  Lady  is  gone, 
that  I  brought  juft  now.  ^ 

■  Ran.  I  tell  you,  again,  this  is  (he  }  did  you  bring  two  ? 

Chrif.  I  came  in  no  Chair,  had  no  guide,  but  my  Woman  there, 

Am.  When  did  you  bring  your  Lady,  Dappcrwit  ? 

Dap.  Ev’n  now,  juft  now. 

pin.  This  L&dy  has  been  here  half  an  hour. 

Ran.  He  knows  not  what  be  fays,  he  is  mad,  you  are  all  fo,  I  am  fo  too. 

Ain.  ’Tis  the  beft  excufe  you  can  make  for  your  felf,  and  by  owning  your 
miftake,  you’ll  (hew  you  are  come  to  your  felf ;  1  my  felf  faw  your  Woman  at 
the  door,  who  but  look’d  in,  and  then  immediately  went  down  again,  as  your 
friend  Dapperwit  too  affirms. 

Chrif.  You  had  beft  follow  her,  that  look’d  for  you  *,  and  i’ll  go  feek  out 
him,  I  came  to  fee  \  Mr.  Ament  t  pray  let  me  in  here. 

Ran.  ’Tis  very  fine,  wondrous  fine  !  fiChriftina  goes  out  a  little ,  and  returns. 

Chrif.  Oh  he  is  gone  !  Mr.  Aincent  follow  him  he  were  yet  more  fevere  to 
me,  in  indangering  his  life,  than  in  his  cenfures  of  me*  you  know  the  power 
of  his  Enemies  is  great,  as  their  malice  *  juft  Heaven  preferve  him  from  them, 
and  me  from  this  ill,  or  unlucky  Man.  fi£x.Chriftina,  her  Woman ,  and  Vincent. 

Ran.  ’Tis  well — nay,  certainly,  I  (hall  never  be  mafter  of  my  Senfes  more  -7 
but  why  do’ft  thou  help  to  diftract  me  too  ? 

Dap.  My  aftonifhment  was  as  great  as  yours,  to  fee  her  go  away  again  ^  I 
wou’d  have  flay’d  her  if  1  cou’d. 

Ran.  Yet,  agum,  talking  of  a  Woman  you  met  going  out,  when  I  talk  of 
Chrifiina . 

Dap.  i  talk  of  Chrifiina  too. 

Ran.  She  went  out  juft  now  ;  the  Woman  you  found  me  with,  was  (he. 

Dap.  That  was  not  the  Chrifiina  l  brought  juft  now. 

Ran.  You  brought  her,  aim  oft,  half  an  hour  ago  ^  S’death,  will  you  give 
me  the  lye  ? 

Dap.  A  Lady  difappointed  by  her  Gallant,  the  night  before  her  journey* 
cou’d  not  be  more  touchy  with  her  Maid,  or  Husband,  than  you  are  with  me 
now,  after  your  dif-appointment  •  but  if  you  think  mefo.  I’ll  go  ferve  my 
felf  hereafter  *  for  ought  1  know*  I  have  dif-appointed  Mrs.  Martha  for  you, 
and  may  iofe  thirty  thoufand  pound  by  the  bargain  :  farewel,  a  raving  Lover 
is  fit  for  folitude.  fEx.  Dap. 


Ran.  Lydia ,  triumph,  I  now  am  thine  again  ^  of  Intrigues,  honourable  or 
difnonou table,  and  all  forts  of  rambling,  1  take  my  leave  when  we  are  giddy, 
’tis  time  to  ftand  ftill ;  why  fhou’d  we  he  fb  fond  of  the  by-paths  of  Love  ? 
where  we  are  ftill  way-lay’d,  with  Surprizes,  Trapans,  Dangers,  and  Murder¬ 
ing  dif-appointments : 

Jufias  at  Blind-mans  Buff ,  we  run  at  all , 

Whilfi  thofe  that  lead  us1  laugh  to  fee  us  fall  j, 

And  when  we  think ,  we  hold  the  Lady  fafi , 


■We  find  it  but  her  Scarf  or  Ac  if  at  lafi. 

H  2 


fiExeunts 

ACT 
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Love  in  a  Wood,  Or, 

A  C  T  V,  S.  G  E  N  E  ! 

St.  james’i  Park. 

Enter  Sir  Simon  Addleplot,  leading  Mrs.  Martha,  Dapperwit, 

Sir5/w.  A  T  length,  you' fee*  Lhave  freed  the  Captive  Lady,  for  her  Ion g- 
1  \  ing  Knight,  Mr.  Dapperwit ,  v/ho  brings  off  a  Plot  cleverly  now. 

Dap.  1  wifh  our  Poets  were  half  fo  good  at  it  .Mrs.  Martha  y  a  thoufand 
welcoms —  f  Dapper  wit  ICtjJes  and  Embraces  Mrs  Martha. 

Sir  Sim.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  *  your  joy  is  a  little  too  familiar  ,  (faith  and  troth.) 

Dap.  Will  you  not  let  me.  falute  Mrs.  Martha  ? 

Mart:  What,  Jonas,  do  you  think  1  do  not  know  good  breeding  ?  muff  I  be 

taught  by  you  ? 

Sir  Sim .  [  wou’d  have  kept  the  Maiden-head  of  your  lips,  for  your  fweet 
Knight,  Mrs.  Martha ,  that’s  all  I  dare  fwear,  you  never  kifs’d  any  Man 
before,  but  your  Father. 

Mart.  My  'fweet  Knight,  if  he  will  be  a  Knight  of  mine,  mult  be  contented 
with  what  he  finds,  as  well  as  other  Knights. 

Sir  Sim.  So  fmart  already,  faith  and  troth  ! 

Mart.  Dear,  Mr.  Dapperwit ,  I  am  over- joy’d  to  fee  you  }  but  I  thank  honeft 
Jonas  for’t.  '  ' 

Sir  Sim.  How  fhe  hugs  him  !  ’  [ [Afide . 

Mart.  Poor  Mi.  Dapperwit.  I  thought  I  fliou’d  never  have  feen  you  again  • 
hut  I  thank  honeft  Jonas  there -  [She  hugs  Dapperwit. 

Sir  Sim.  Do  not  thank  me,  Mrs.  Martha ,  any  more  than  I  thank  you. 

Mart.  )  won’d  not  be  ungrateful,  Jonas. 

Sir  Sim.  Then  referve  your  kindnefs,  only,  for  your  Worthy  Noble  Brave, 
Heroick  Knight  who  loves  you  only,  arc!  only  deferves  your  kindnefs. 

Mart.  I  will  fheyv  my  kindnefs  to  my  Worthy,  Brave,  Heroick  Knight,  in  being 
kind  to  his  Friend,  his  dear  Friend,  •  r  help’d  him  to  me.  £ Hugs  Dap.  again. 

Sir  Sim.  But,  Miftrefs  Martha  ,  h;  is  m  •  to  help  him  always  •,  though  he 
helps  him  to  be  married  ,  he  is  not  to  help  him  when  he  is  married. 

Mart.  What,  Mr.  Dapperwit ,  will  you  love  rry  worthy  Knight,  lefs  after 
marriage,  than  before  ?  that  were  againft  the  cuftom  ^  for  marriage  gets  a 
Man  Friends,  inftead  of  lofing  thofe  he  has 

Dap.  I  will  ever  be  his  Servant,  and  yours ,  Dear  Madam,  do  not  doubt  me. 

Mart.  I  do  not,  fweet,  dear,  Mr.  Dapperwit  -,  but  I  fliou’d  not  have  feen  you 
thefe  two-days  if  it- had  not  been  for  honeft  Jonas ,  there —  [She  Kiffes  Dap. 

Sir  Sim.  For  Ida  me,  though  fhe  be  young  and  foolifh,  do  not  you  wrong  me 
to  my  face.  [Apart  to  Dap. 

Dap.  Wou’d  you  have  me  fo- ill  bred,  as  to  repulfe  her  innocent  kindnefs  • 
what  a  thing  it  is  to  want  Wit !  <  [Ajide. 

Sir  Sim.  A  Pox,  I  muft  make  haft  to  difeover  myfelf,  or  I  flialf  difeover, 
what  1  wou’d  not  difeover  ^  but  if  1  fhou’d  difeover  myfelf  in  this  habit,  ’twou’cL 
not  be  to;  my  advantage  ^  but  I’ll  go,  put  on  my  own  doaths,  and  look  like  a 
Knight.:  [Ajide  „ 

Well,. 
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Well,  Mrs.  Martha ,  I’ll  go  feek  out  your  Knight  ^  are  yon  not  impatient  to 
fee  him  ?  L  [To  her. 

Mart.  Wives  mult  be  obedient,  let  him  take  his  own  time. 

Sir  Sim.  Can  you  truft  your  (elf,  a  turn  or  two,  with  Mailer  Dapper  wit  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  yes,  Jonas,  as  long  as  you  will. 

Sir  Sim.  But  I  wou’d  not  truft  you  with* him,  if  I  could  help  it  •  [Afide: 
So  marry’d  Wight,  fees  what  he  dares  not  blame  • 

And  cannot  budge  for  fear,  nor  ftay  for  feame.  [Ex.  Sir  Sim, 

Dap.  I  am  glad  he  is  gone,  that  I  may  laugh  -  ’tis  fuch  a  miracle  of  Fops, 
that  his  converfation  fhou’d  be  pleafant  to  me, even  when  it  hindred  me  of  yours. 

Mart.  Indeed,  I’m  glad  he  is  gone  too,  as  pleafant  as  he  is. 

Dap.  I  know  why  ,  I  know  why,  fweet  Mrs.  Martha I  warrant  you,  you 
had  rather  have  the  Parfons  Company,  than  his  ?  now  you  are  out  of  your  Fa¬ 
ther  Houfe,  ’tis  time  to  leave  being  a  Hypocrite. 

Mart.  Well  for  the  jefts  fake,  to  dif-appoint  my  Knight,  I  wou’d  not  care 
if  1  dif-appointed  my  felf  of  a  Ladyffai-p. 

Dap.  Come,  I  will  not  keep  you  on  the  Tenters,  I  know  you  have  a  mind  to 
make  fure  of  me  *,  I  have  a  little  Chaplain  ,  l  wife  he  were  a  Bifkop ,  or  one  of 
the  Fryars,  to  perfect  our  revenge  upon  that  Zealous  Jew,  your  Father. 

Mart.  Do  not  fpeak  ill  of  my  Father,  he  has  been  your  Friend,  I’m  fure. 

Dap.  My  Friend- - — - 

Mart.  His  hard  ufage  of  me,  confphfd  with  your  good  M'een,  and  Wit,  and 
to  avoid  flavery  under  him,  i  ftoop  to  your  yoke. 

Dap.  1  will  be  obliged  to  your  Father,  for  nothing  but  a  Portion,  nor  to 
you  %*  your  love  ’twas  due  to  my  Merit, 

Mart.  You  {hew  your  felf  Sir  Simon's  original, if ’twere  not  for  that  vanity— 

Dap.  I  fhWd  be  no  Wit,  ’tis-  the  badge  of  ray  calling  ^  for  you  can  no  more 
find  a  Man  of  Wit  without  vanity,  than  a  fine  Woman  without  ’Sfffe&ation  : 
But  let  us  go,  before  the  Knight  comes  again 

Mart.  Let  11s  go  before  my  Father  comes,  he  foon  will  have  the  intelligence; 

Dap.  Stay,  let  me  think  a  little,  •  [Paufis* 

Mart. .  What  are  you  thinking  of ?'  you  fnoifd  have  thought  before  this  time, 
or,  I  Ihou’d  have  thought  father. 

Dap  Peace,  Peace. 

Mart.  What  are  you  thinking  of? 

Dap.  lain  thinking,  what  a  Wit  without  vanity  is  like  •  he  is  like- — - 

Mart.  You  do  not  think  we  are  in  a  pubiick  place  ,  and  may  be  furpriz’d,. 
and  prevented  by  my  Father’s  Scouts. 

Dap.  What,  wou’d  you- have  me  lofe  my  thought  ? 

Mart.  You  wou’d  rather  lofe  your  Miftrefs,  it  leems. 

Dap.  He  is  like- - 1  think  Pm  a  Sot  to  night,  let  me  penlh. 

Mart.  Nay,  if  you  are  fo  in  love  with  your  thought.  [Offers  to  go. 

Dap.  Are  you  fo  impatient  to  be  my  Wife  ?  he  is  like — -he  is  like — a  Picture 
without  fttadows,or,or--a  Face  without  Patches— or  a  Diamond  without  a  Foyl; 
thefe  are  new  thoughts  now,  thefe  are  new. 

Mart.  You  are  wedded  already  to  your  thoughts,  I  fee,  goodnight. 

ill  • 


Dap.  Madam,  do  not  take  it  il 
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For  m  of  happy  thought*  there’s  no  amends. 

For  his  new  jeft,  true  Wit  will  lofe  old  Friends. 

That’s  new  again,  the  thought’s  new.  UdXWM. 

Enter  G ripe,  leading  Mrs.  Lucy,  Joyner,  Crofsbite  following. 

Gripe-.  Mrs.  Joyner ,  I  can  conform  to  this  mode  of  Publick  walking  by 
Moon-light,  becaufe  one  is  not  known. 

Lucy.  Why,  are  you  afnam’d  of  your  Company. 

Gripe.  No,  Pretty  one  ^  becaufe  in  the  dark,  or  as  it-were  the  dark  ,  there 
is  no  envy,  nor  fcandai  *  1  wou’d  neither  lofe  yoy.,nor  my  reputation. 

Joyn.  Your  reputation  ^  indeed,  your  Worfbip,  ’tis  well  known,  there  are  as 
grave  Men,as  yourWorlhip^  nay, Men  in  office  too,that  adjourn  their  cares,  and 
bunnelIes,to  come  and  unbend  themfelves  at  night  here,withalittle  vizard  mask. 

Gripe.  I  do  believe  it,  I  do  believe  it,  Mrs.  Joyner. 

Lucy.  I  God-mother,  and  carries,  and  treats  her  at  Mulberry  Garden. 

Crof  Nay, do’s  not  only  treat  her,  butgives  her  his  whole  gleanings  oftjiat  day. 

Gripe.  They  may, they  may,  Mrs.  Crofbite^ they  take  above  fix  in  the  hundred. 

Crof.  Nay,  there  are  thofe  of  fo  much  worth  ,  and  honour ,  and  love ,  that 
/they’ll  take  it  from  their  Wives  and  Children,  to  give  it  to  their  Miffies  ^  now 
your  Worfhip  has  no  Wife,  and  but  one  Child. 

Gripe.  Still  for  my  Edification.  [ \^4fide . 

Joyn.  That’s  true  indeed  ,  for  I  know  a  great  Lady  ,  that  cannot  follow  her 
Husband  abroad  to  his  Haunts,  becaufe  her  Farrendine  is  fo  ragged  and  grealie ; 
whilft  his  Miftrefs  is  as  fine  as  fippence,  in  her  embroidered  Sattens. 

Gripe.  Politickly  done  of  him  indeedpf  the  truth  were  known,  he  is  a  Statef- 
Man  by  that,  umph - 

Crof  Truly,  your  Women  of  quality,  are  Very  troublefome  to  their  Huf- 
bands  ^  1  have  heard  ’em  complain,  they  will  allow  them  no  feparate  maintain- 
ance,  though  the  honourable  Jilts, themfelves,  will  not  marry  without  it. 

Joyn.  Come,  come,  Miftrefs,  fometimes  ’tis  the  craft  of  thofe  Gentlemen, 
to  complain  of  their  Wives  expences,  to  excufe  their  own  narrownefs  to  their 
Mijfes  ^  but  your  Daughter  has  a  Gallant  can  make  no  excufe. 

Gripe.  So,  Mrs.  Joyner — my  Friend, Mrs.  Joyner - - 

Crof.  I  hope,  indeed  ,  he’ll  give  my  Daughter  no  caufe^to  dun  him  \  for 
poor  wretch,  Ihe  is  as  medeft  as  her  Mother. 

Gripe.  I  profefs,  I  believe  it. 

Lucy.  But,  I  have  the  boldnefs  to  ask  him  for  a  Treat  ^  come.  Gallant,  we 
ill  lift  walk  towards  the  Mulberry  Gard’n. 

Gripe.  So—  I  am  afraid, littleMiftrefs,theRooms  are  all  taken  up  by  this  time. 

Joyn.  Will  you  fhame  your  felf again  ?  [_Afide  to  Gripe. 

Lucy.  If  the  Rooms  be  full ,  we’ll  have  an  Arbor. 

Gripe.  At  this  time  of  night  ^  befides,  the  Waiters  will  ne’r  come  near  you. 

Lucy.  They  will  be  obfervant  of  goodGuftomers,as  we  ftiall  be  •,  come  along. 

Gripe.  Indeed,  and  verily,  little  Miftrefs,  I  wou’d  go,  but  that  Itfiiou’dbe 
forfworn,  if  I  did. 

Joyn.  That’s  fo  pitiful  an  excufe - 

Gripe.  In  truth,  I  have  forfworn  the  place,  ever  fince  I  was  pawn’d  there  for 
a  reckoning. 

Lucy.  You  have  broken  many  an  Oath  for  the  good  old  caufe  ,  and  will  yon 
Boggle  at  one  for  your  poor,  little  Mif$  ?  come  along.  Lady 
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Lady  Flippant  behind. 

Flip.  Unfortunate  Lady  ,  that  I  am  1  I  have  left  the  Herd  on  purpofe  to  be 
chas’d,  and  have  wandred  this  hour  here  ;  but  the  Park  affords  not  fo  much 
as  a  Satyr  for  me,  (and  that’s  it  range)  no  Burgundy  Man  ,  or  drunken  Scourer 
will  reel  my  way  *,  the  Rag- Women,  and  Synder- Women  ,  have  better  luck 
than  I — but  who  are  thefe  ?  if  this  mungril  light  do’s  not  deceive  me  ,  ’tis  my 
Brother,  ’tis  he,  there’s  Joyner  too,  and  two  other  Women  •  i'll  follow  ’em  * 
it  muff;  be  he,  for  this  World  hath  nothing  like  him  ^  I  know  not  what  the 
Devil  may  be  in  the  other.  [_Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Sir  Simon  Addleplot  in  fine  cloaths ,  Dapperwit,  and 
Mrs.  Martha,  unfeen  by  him  at  the  door. 

Sir  Sim.  Well,  after  all  my  Peeking ,  I  can  find  tbofe  l  wou’d  not  find  ;  I’m 
fure  ’twas  old  Gripe  7 and  Joyner  with  him,  and  the  Widow  follow’d  ^  he. wou’d 
not  have  been  here,  but  to  have  fought  his  Daughter,  fure  7  but  vigilant  Dap¬ 
perwit  has  fpy’d  him  too,  and  has,  no  doubt,  fecur’d  her  from  him. 

Dap.  And  you.  .  r  C Behind . 

Sir  Sim.  The  FvOgue  is  as  good  at  hiding,  as  I  am  at  dealing  a  Miff  refs  ^  ’tis 
a  vain  conceited  Fellow,  yet  I  think,  ’tis  an  honeff:  Fellow  :  but  again,  he  is  & 
damnable  Whoring  Fellow  ^  and  What  opportunity  this  air,  and  darknefs  may 
encline  ’em  to  ,  Heaven  knows  for  I  have  heard  the  Rogue  fay  himfelf,  a 
Lady  will  no  more  fhew  her  modefty  in  the  dark,  then  a  Spaniard  his  Courage. 

Dap.  Ha,  ha,  ha — - 

Sir  Sim.  Nay,  if  you  are  there  my  true  Friend,  I’ll  forgive  your  harkning,  if 
you’ll  forgive  my  cenfures  1  fpeak  to  you  ,  dear  ,  Madam  Martha  dear,; 
dear — Behold  your  worthy  Kinght. 

Mart.  That’s  far  from  Neighbours.  -  , 

Sir  Sim.  Ps  come  to  reap  the  fruit  of  all  his  labours. 

Mart.  I  cannot  fee  the  Knight  -7  well,  but  I’m  fure  I  hear  Jonas. 

Sir  Sim.  I  am  no  Jonas ,  Mrs.  Martha. 

Mart.  The  night  is  not  fo  dark, nor  the  Perruque  fo  big,  but  I  can  difeern  Jonas-. 

Sir  Sim.  Faith  and  troth,  1  am  the  very  Sir  Simon  Addleplot^  that  is  to  marry 
you  *  the  fame,  Dapperwit  foliated  you  for  ^  ask  ldm  clfe,my  name  is  not  Jonas. 

Mart.  You  think  my  youth  ,  and  fimplicity  ,  capable  of  this  cheat  •  but  let 
me  tell  you,  Jonas ,  Tis  not  your  borrow’d  cloaths,  and  titles,  fhall  make  me 
marry'my  Fathers  Man, 

Sir  Sim.  Borrow’d  title  •  I’ll  be*  fworn  I  bought  it  of  my  Land  refs  ,  who 
was  a  Court  Landrefs  ^  but,  indeed, my  cloaths  \  have  not  pay’d  for, therefore  in. 
that  fenfe  they  are  borrow’d. 

Mart.  Prethee*,  Jonas 7  let  the  jeft  end,  or  I  fhall  be  prcfently  in  earned;. 

Sir  Sim.  Pray  be  in  earned,  and  let  us  go  ^  the  Patfon,  and  Supper,  ftay  for 
us,  and  1  am  a  Knight  in  earneff:. 

Mart.  You  a  Knight,  infolent,  fawey  Fool  ? 

Sir  Sim.  The  Devil  take  me  ,  Mrs.  Martha  ,  if  Lam  not  a  Knight  now  ^  a- 
Knight  Baronet  too  :  a  Man  ought,!  fee, to  carry  his  Patent  in  his  Pocket,  when 
he  goes  to  be  marry ’d,,  ’tis  more  neceffary  than  a  Licenfe  ^  I  am  a  Knight  in¬ 
deed,  and  indeed  now,  Mrs.  Martha. 

Mart.  Indeed,  and  indeed,  the  trick  will  not  pais,  Jonas. 

Sir  Sim.  Poor  wretch  ,  fine’s  afraid  ,  fhe  ihall  not  be.  a  Lady  :  come,  come, 
difc&ver  the  Intrigue,  Dapperwit. — —  *  Mart,. 
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Mart.  You  need  not  difeover  the  Intrigue,  ’tis  apparent  already  ;  unworthy 
Mr.  Dapperwit ,  after  my  confidence  repos’d  in  you;  cou’d  you  be'fo  little 
generous,  as  to  bettay  me  to  my  Fathers  Man';  but  I’ll  be  even  with  you. 

Sir  Sim.  Do  not,  accrue  him,  poor  Man, ■  before  you  hear  him  ;  tell  her.., the 
intrigue,  Man. 

Dap.  A  Fox,  Hie  will  not  believe  us. 

Sir  Sim.  Will  you  not  excufe  your  felf  ?  but  I  muft  not  let  it  reft  fo  ;  know 
then,  Mrs.  Martha — 

Mart.  Come,  1  forgive  thee  before  thy  confeflion,  Jonas  ;  you  never  had  had 
the  confidence  to  have  defign’d  this  cheat  upon  me,  but  from  Mr,  Dapperrvit1  s 
encouragement,  ’’twas  his  Plot. 

Sir  Sim.  Nay,  do  not  do.  me  that  wrong.  Madam, 

Mart.  But  lince  he  has  trapan’d  me  out  of  my  Fathers  Houfe,  he  is  like  to 
keep  me  as  long  as  I  live  ;  and  io  good  night,  Jonas. 

Sir  Sim.  Hold,  hold,  what  d’y’  mean  both  ?  prethee  tell  her  I  am  Sir  Simon , 

d  no  Jonas. 

Dap.  A  Pox,  fhe  will  not  believe  us,  I  tell  you. ; 

Sir  Sim.  .1  have  provided  a  Parfon,  and  Supper,  at  Mulberry  Gard’n,  and 
invited  all  my  Friends  I  cou’d  meet  in  the  Park. 

Dap.  Nay,  rather  than  they  fhall  be  dif-appointed,  there  {hall  be  a  Bride'  and 
Bridegroom,  to  entertain  ’em  ;  Mrs.  Martha  and  l’il  go  thither  prefently. 

Sir  Sim.  Why,  fhall  file  be  your  Bride  ? 

Dap.  You  fee  fhe  will  have  it  fo. 

Sir.  Sim.  Will  you  make  Dapperrvit  your  Husband  ? 

Mart.  Rather  than  my  Father’s  Man. 

Sir  Sim.  Oh  the  Devil - - 

Mart.  Nay,  come  along,  Jonas ^  you  fhall  make  one  at  the  Wedding,  lince 
you  help’d  to  contrive  it. 

Sir  Sim.  Will  you  cheat  your  felf,  for  fear  of  being/cheated  ? 

Mart.  I  am  defperate  now. 

Sir  Sim.  Wilt  thou  let  her  do  fo  ill  a  thing,  Dapperwit^.  as  to  marry  thee  ? 
open  her  eyes,  prethee,  and  tell  her  I  am  a  true  Knight. 

Dap.  ’Twou’d  be  in  vain,  by  my  life,  you  have  carry’d  your  felf  fo  like  a 
natural  Clerk — and  fo  adieu,  good  Jonas.  [_Ex.  Martha,  and  Dapperwit. 

Sir  Sim.  What,  ruin’d  by  my  own  Plot,  like  an  old  Cavalier  :  yet  like  him 
too,  I  will  Plot  on  ftill,  a  Plot  of  prevention,  fo  I  have  it— -her  Father  was  here 
ev’n  now.  I’m  fare  ;  well— HI  go  tell  her  Father  of  her,  that  I  will ; 

And  puniili  fo  her  folly,  and  his  treachery.* 

Revenge  is  fweet,  and  makes  amends  for  leachery.  *  f£A. 

Enter  Lydia,  and  her  Woman  Leonore. 

Lyd.  I  wilh,  I  had  not  come  hither  to  night,  Leonore. 

Leon.  Why  did  you,  Madam  ?  if  the  place  be  fo  dif-agreable  to  you. 

Lyd  We  cannot  help  viliting  the  place  often,  where  we  have  loft  any  thing 
we  value  ;  I  loll:  Ranger  here  lalt  night. 

Leon.  You  thought  you  had  loll:  him  before,  a  great  while  ago  ;  and  therefore 
you  ought  to  be  the  lefs  troubled. 

Lyd.  But  ’twas  here,  I  mifs’d  him  firlt,  I’m  Pure. 

Leon.  Come, Madam,  let  not  the  lofs  vex  yon,  he  is  not  worth  the  looking  after . 

*  LyeL 
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Lyd.  It  cannot  but  vex  me  yet,  if  I  loft  him  by  my  own  fault. 

Leon.  You  had  but  too  much  care  to  keep  him. 

Lyd.  It  often  happens,  indeed,  that  too  much  care,  is  as  bad  as  negligence  ; 
but  I  had  rather  be  rob’d,  than  lofe  what  I  have  carelefly. 

Leon.  -But,  I  believe,  you  wou’d  hang  the  Thief  if  you  cou’d. 

Lyd.  Not  if  I  cou’d  have  my  own  again. 

Leon.  I  fee,  you  wou’d  be  too  merciful. 

Lyd.  I  wifh  1  were  try’d. 

Leon.  But,  Madam,  if  you  pleafe,  we  will  wave  the  difcourfe  for  people 
feldom  (I  fuppofe)  talk  with  pleafure,  of  their  real  Ioffes. 

Lyd.  ’Tis  better  than  to  ruminate  in  them  ^  mine.  I’m  fure,  will  not  out  of 
head,  nor  heart. 

Leon.  Grief  is  fo  far  from  retrieving  a  lofs ,  that  it  makes  it  greater  ^  but 
the  way  to  lefl’on  it ,  is ,  by  a  comparifon  with  others  Ioffes  ^  here  are  Ladies, 
in  the  Park,  of  your  Acquaintance,  I  doubt  not,  can  compare  with  you  pray 
Madam,  let  us  walk  and  find  ’em  out. 

Lyd.  ’Tis  the  refentment ,  you  lay  ,  makes  the  lofs  great ,  or  little  ^  and 
then  I’m  fure,  there  is  none  like  mine  •,  however  go  on.  [Exeurt. 

Enter  Vincent  and  Valentine. 

Fin.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  you  ,  for  now  I  am  prepar'd  to  lead  you  out  of 
the  dark,  and  all  your  trouble  ^  I  have  good  news. 

Fal.  You  are  as  unmerciful,  as  the  Phyfician,  who  with  new  Arts,  keeps  his 
miferable  Patient  alive,  and  in  hopes,  when  he  knows  the  difeafe  is  incurable. 

Fin.  And  you,  like  the  melancholy  Patient,  miftrult, and  hate  your  Phyfician, 
becaufe  he  will  not  comply  with  your  defpair :  but  I’ll  cure  your  jealoufie  now. 

Fal.  You  know,  all  Difeafes  grow  worfe  by  relapfes. 

Fin.  Truft  me  once  more. 

Fal.  Well,  you  may  try  your  experiments  upon  me. 

Fin.  Juft  as  I  fhut  the  door  upon  you,  the  Woman,  Ranger ,  expected,  came 
up  ftairs  ^  but  finding  another  Woman  in  difcourfe  with  him  ,  -went  down  a- 
gain,  I  fuppofe,  as  jealous  of  him,  as  you  of  Chri(lina. 

Val.  How  do’s  it  appear  fhe  came  to  Ranger  ?  "V  q. 

Fin.  Thus,  Dapper  wit  came  up  after  who  had  brought  her,  juft  then,  in  a 
Chair  from  St.  James's  by  Ranger's  appointment and  it  is  certain  your  Cbrifiina 
came  to  you. 

Fal.  How  can  that  be  ?  for  fhe  knew  not  I  was  in  the  Kingdom. 

Fin.  My  Man  confelfes,  when  1  fent  him  to  enquire  of  her  Woman  about 
her  Lady’s  being  here  in  the  Park  laft  night  he  told  her  you  were  come  ,  and 
fhe,  it  feems,  told  her  Miftrefs. 

Fal.  That  might  be - —  .  [ 'Jfide . 

But  did  not  Cbrifiina  confefs.  Ranger  was  in  her  lodging  laft  night  ? 

Win.  By  intrulion,  which  fhe  had  more  particularly  inform’d  me- of, if  her  a}> 
prehenfions  of  your  danger  had  not  pofte-d  me  after  you  ^  fhe  not  having  yet 
(as  I  fuppofe)  heard  of  Clerimont's  recovery  :  I  left  her, poor  Creature,  at  home, 
diftradled  with  a  thouiand  fears  for  your  life  and  love. 

Val,  Her  love,  I’m  fare,  has  ccft  me  more  fears,  than  my  life-  yet  that 
little  danger  is  not  paft,  (as  you  think)  till  the  great  one  be  over. 

Win.  Open  but  your  Eyes,  and  the  Fantaftick  Goblin’s  vanifh’d.and  all  your 
,  -  I  idle 
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Fm. 


rai. 

Fin. 


idle  fears,  will  turn  to  fhame  ^  for  Jealoufie  is  the  bafeft  cowardize. 

Fal.  1  had  rather,  indeed,  blufh  for  my  feif,  than  her. 

I'm  fare  you  wijl  have  more  reafon - But  is  not  that  Ranger  there  ? 

Ranger  enters ,  follow'd  by  Chriftina  and  her  Woman ,  after 
them  Lydia  and  her  Woman. 

I  think  it  is. 

I  fuppofe,  his  Friend  Dapper  wit  is  not  far  off*,  I  will  examine  them 
both  before  you,  and  not  leave  you  fo  much, as  the  Ihadow  of  a  doubt  ^  Ranger's 
aftonifhment  at  my  lodging,  confefs'd  his  miftake. 

Fal.  His  aftoniflimentjjpight  proceed  from  ChrijHnah  unexpe&ed  ftrange- 
nefs  to  him. 

Fin.  He  (hall  fatisfie  you  now  himfelf  to  the  contrary,  I  warrant  you  ,  have 

but  patience. 

Fal.  I  had  rather,  indeed,  he  Ihou’d  fatisfie  my  doubts ,  than  my  revenge  \ 
therefore  1  can  have  patience. 

Fin.  But  what  Women  are  thofe  that  follow  him  ? 

Fal.  Stay  a  little - 

Ran.  Lydia ,  Lydia - poor  Lydia. 

Lyd.  It  file  be  my  Rival,  ’tis  fome  comfort  yet,  [To  her  Maid. 

to  fee  her  follow  him,  rather  than  he  her. 

Leon.  But  if  you  follow  them  a  little  longer,  for  your  comfort,  you  fhall  fee 
them  go  Land  in  hand.  >  . 

Chr if  Sir,  Sit — — —  [To  Ranger,. 

Leon.  She  calls  to  him  already. 

Lyd.  But  he  do’s  not  hear,  you  fee  ^  let  us  go  a  little  nearer. 

Fin.  Sure  it  is  Ranger  ? 

Fal.  As  fare  as  the  Woman  that  follows  him  clofeft,  is  Chrijlina. 

Fin.  For  fiiame,talk  not  of  Chrijlina  ^  I  left  her  juft  now  at  home,  fiirround- 
ed  with  fo  many  fears  and  griefs,  {he  cou’d  not  ftir. 

Fal.  She  is  come,ii  may  be,to  divert  them  here  in  the  Park  ^  Fm  Pure  ’tis  file. 

Fin.  When  the  Moon  ,  at  thisinftant,  fcarce  affords  light  enough  to  diftin- 
guifh  a  Man  from  a  tree,  how  can  you  know  her  ? 

Fal.  How  can  you  know  Ranger ,  then  ? 

Fin.  I  heard  him  fpeak. 

Fal.  So  you  may  her  too*,  I’ll  fecureyou,if  you  will  draw  but  a  little  nearer^ 
Hie  came,  doubtlefs,  to  no  other  end  but  to  fpeak  with  him  *,  obferve'- - - 

Chrif.  Sir,  1  have  follow’d  you  hitherto  ^  [To  Ranger, 

but  now,  I  muft  defire  you  to  follow  me  out  of  the  Company,  for  I  wou’d  not 
be  over-heard,  nor  difturffd. 

Ran.  Ha  !  is  not  this  Chrijlina's  voice  ?  it  is  I  am  fure,  1  cannot  be  deceiv’d 
now - - — dear  Madam — — 

Fin  It  is  fhe  indeed.  [Jjart  to  Val. 


Fal.  Is  it  fo  ? 

Chrif.  Come,  Sir — 

Fal  Nay,  I’ll  follow  you  too,  though  not  invited. 

Lyd .  I  muft  not,  cannot  ftay  behind. 

They  all  go  off  together  in  a  huddle ,  hajlily  , 
Chriftina,  her  Woman ,  and  Valentine,  return  on  the  other  jJde. 


[To  Ranger. 

[Jljide. 
[j4fide.  [Exeunt.. 


Chrif l 


S'  Jamess5  Pari. 


6 1 


Chrif.  Come  along,  Sir. 

Val.  So  I  mu  ft  flick  to  her  when  all  is  done  ^  her  new  Servant  has  loft  her  in 
the  crowd,  (he  has  gone  too  faft  for  him  ^  fo  much  my  revenge  is  fwifter  than  his 
love  :  now  fhall  1  not  only  have  the  deferted  Lovers  revenge,  of  dif-appointing 
her  of  her  new  Man  ^  but  an  opportunity  infallibly  at  once  ,  to  difcover  her 
falfenefs,  and  confront  her  impudence.  *  v  [Afide. 

Chrif.  Pray  come  along.  Sir,  I  am  in  hafte. 

Val.  So  eager,  indeed —  1  wilh  that  Cloud  may  yet  with- hold  the  Moon, 
that  this  falfe  Woman,  may  not  difcover  me,  before  I  do  her.  [ \Afide 

Cbrif.  Here  no  one  can  hear  us,  and  Pm  fure  we  cannot  fee  one  another. 

Val.  ’Sdeath,  what  have  I  giddily  run  my  felf  upon  ?  ’Tis  rather  a  tryal  of 
my  felf  than  her  ^  I  cannot  undergo  it.  [ [Afide . 

Cbrif.  Come  nearer.  Sir.  / 

Val.  Hell  and  vengeance,  I  cannot  faffer  it,  I  cannot.  [ [Afide , 

Cbrif.  Come,  come  yet  nearer,  pray  come  nearer. 

Val.  I  tis  impo{Iible,I  cannot  hold*,!  muft  difcover  my  felf,rather  than  her  infamy. 

Chrif.  You  are  confcious,  it  feems,  of  the  wrong  you  have  done  me,  and  are 
alham’d,  though  in  the  dark.  '  [Speaks,  walking  J, Jowly . 

VaL  How’s  this !  [Afide. 

Cbrif.  I’m  glad  to  find  it  fo  ;  for  all  my  buflnefs  with  you,  is  to  lliow  you 
your  late  miftakes,  and  force  a  confeffion  from  you,  of  thofe  unmannerly  inju¬ 
ries  you  have  done  me. 

Val.  What !  1  think  fhe’s  honeft  •  or  do’s  (he  know  me  ?  fure  fhe  cannot.  [Afide. 

Cbrif.  Firft,  your  intrufion,  laft  night,  into  my  lodging,  which,  l  fuppofe, 
has  begot  your  other  grofs  miftakes. 

Val.  No,  fhe  takes  me  for-  Ranger ,  I  fee  again.  [ Afide . . 

Chrif.  You  are  to  know  then,  (fince  needs  you  muft)  it  was  not  me  you  fol¬ 
low’d  laft  night  to  my  lodging,  from  the  Park,  but  fome  Kinfwoman  of  yours, 
it  feems  fwhofe  fear  of  being  difcover’d  by  you,  prevail'd  with  me  to  perfonate 
her,  while  fhe  withdrew,  our  Habits  and  our  Statures  being  much  alike  •  which 
I  did  with  as  much  difficulty,  as  fhe  us’d  importunity  to  make  me  ^  and  all  this, 
my  Lady  Flippant  can  witnefs,  who  was  then  with  your  Coufin. 

Val.  I  am  glad  to  hear  this — -  [Afide. 

Cbrif.  Now,  what  your  claim  tome,  at  Mr. Vincent's  lodging,  meant*  the 
letter,  and  promifes,  you  unworthily,  or  erroneously  lay’d  to  my. charge,  you 
'  muft  explain  to  me  and  others,  cr - 

Val.  How’s  this !  I  hope  I  fhall  difcover  no  guilt  but  my  own  ,  fhe  wou’d  not 
fpeak  in  threats  to  a  Lover— —  [Afide. 

Chrif  Was  it  becaufe  you  found  me  in  Mr.  Vincent's  lodgings,  you  took  a 
liberty  to  ufe  me,  like  one  of  your  common  Vifitants  ?  But  know,  1  came  no 
more  to  Mr.  Vincent ,  than  to  you  ^  yet,  1  cdnfefs,  my  vifit  was  intended  to 
a  man —  A  brave  Man,  till  you  made  him  ufe  a  Woman  ill,  worthy  the  love  of 
a  Princefs  •  till  you  made  him  cenfure  mine  good  as  Angels  ,  till  you  made 
him  unjuft  •  why—  in  the  name  of  honour,  wou’d  you  do’t  ? 

Val.  How  happily,  am  1  dif-appointed  !  poor  injur’d  Cbrif  ina.  [Afide. 

Cbrif.  He  wou’d  have  fought  me  out  firft,  if  you  had  not  made  him  fly  From 
me  •  our  mutual  love,  confirm’d  by  a  contract,  made  our  hearts  infeparable  \ 
till  you  rudely,  if  not  malicioufly,  thruft  in  upon  us,  and  broke  the  clofe,  and 

*  I  2  happy 


6  i  Love  in  a  Wood,  Or, 

happy  knot :  1  had  loft  him  before  for  a  month,  now  for  ever.  [She  weeps. 

Val.  My  joy,  and  pity  makes  me  as  mute,  as  my  lhame  ^  yet  I  muft  difcover 
my  felf.  [Afide. 

Chrif.  Your  filcnce,  is  a  confeflion  of  your  guilt. 

Val.  I  own  it.  [ Afide . 

Chrif.  But  that  will  not  ferve  my  turn  ^  for  ftrait  you  muft  go  clear  your 
felf,  and  me,  to  him  you  have  injur’d  in  me  ^  if  he  has  not  made  too  much  hafte 
from  me  ,  to  be  found  again  •  you  muft,  I  fay  ,  for  he  is  a  Man  that  will  have 
fatisfa&ion  •  and  in  fatisfying  him,  you  do  me. 

Val.  Then  he  is  fatisfy’d. 

Chrif.  How  !  is  it  you  ?  then  I  am  not  fatisfy’d. 

Val.  Will  you  be  worfe  than  your  word  ? 

Chrif  I  gave  it  not  to  you. 

Val  Gome,  dear  Chrifiina  ,  the  Jealous ,  like  the  Drunkard  ,  has  his  pu- 
rifhment,  with  his  offence.  To  them  Vincent. 

Vin.  Valentine ,  Mr.  -Valentine. 

Val.  Vincent — 

Vin .  Where  have  you  been  all  this  while  ?  / 

f  Valent  ine  holds  Chriftina  by  the  hand ,  who  feems  to  firuggle  to  get  from  him . 

Val.  Here,  with  my  injur’d  Chnflina. 

Vin.  She’s  behind  with  Ranger ,  who  is  forc’d  to  fpeak  all  the  tender  things 
liimfelf :  for  fhe  affords  him  not  a  word. 

Val.  Pifh,.  Pifh,  Vincent ,  who  is  blind  now  ?  who  deceiv’d  now  ? 

Vin.  You  are,  for  I’m  fure  Cbriflina  is  with  him  •  come  back  and  fee. 

[  They  go  out  at  one  door ,  and  return  at  the  other. 

Ranger  to  Lydia. 

Ran.  Still  mock’d ,  ft  ill  abus’d  !  did  you  not  bid  me  follow  you  ,  where  we 
might  not  be  difturb’d,  nor  over -heard  ?  and  now  not  allow  me  a  word  ? 

Vincent  to  Valentine. 

Vin.  Did  you  hear  him  ?  [Apart  to  Va!. 

Vtf/  Yes,  yes,  peace —  [Apart  to  Vin. 

Ran.  Difowning  your  Letter  ,  and  me  ,  at  Vincent's  lodging,  declaring  you 
came  to  meet  another  there  ,  and  not  me  ^  with  a  great  deal  of  fuch  affronting 
unkindnefs ,  might  be  reafonable  enough  ,  becaufe  you  wou’d  not  intruft  Vin¬ 
cent  with  our  love  ,  but  now  ,  when  no  body  fees  us ,  nor  hears  us ,  why  this 
unfeafonable  jhynefs - 

Lyd.  It  feems,  fhe  did  not  expect  him  there  ,  but  had  appointed  to  meet 
another  *,  1  wifh  it  were  fo.  [Afide. 

Ran.  I  have  not  Patience  •,  do  you  deffgn  thus  to  revenge  my  intruffon  into 
your  lodging  laft  night  ?  fure  if  you  had  then  been  difpleas’d  with  my  Com¬ 
pany,  you  wou’d  not  have  invited  your  felf  to’t  again  by  a  Letter  ?  or  is  this 
a  punifhment  for  bringing  you  to  a  Houfe,  fo  near  your  own,  where,. it  feems, 
you  were  known  too?l  doconfefs,it  wasafault-,  but  make  mefuffer  any  Penance, 
butycurSilence,becaufeitis  the  certain  mark  of  aMiftrefs’s  lafting  difpleafure — 

Lyd.  My  * - is  not  yet  come.  ,  -  [. Afide 

Ran.  Not  yet  a  word  ?  you  did  not  ufe  me  fo  unkindly  laft  night ,  when 
you  chid  me  out  of  your  Houfe  ,  and  with  indignation  bid  me  be  gone  novv> 
you  bid  me  follow  you,  and  yet  will  have  nothing  to  fay  to  me  *,  and  I  am  more 

deceiv’d 
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deceiv’d  this  day  and  night ,  than  I  was  laft  night  *,  when,  I  muft  confefs ,  I 
follow’d  you  for  another - 

Lyd.  I’m  glad  to  hear  that.  [Jfidc. 

Ran.  One  that  wou’d  have  us’d  me  better  }  whofe  love  ,  I  have  ungratefully 
abus’d  for  yours ;  yet  from  no  other  reafon,  but  my  natural  inconftancy — 

Poor  Lydia ,  Lydia -  [ \Afidc . 

Lyd.  He  mutter’d  my  name  fure,  and  with  a  figh.  [ AJide . 

Ran.  But  as  laft  night,  by  following  (4s  1  thought)  her  ,  I  found  you  :  fo 
this  night ,  by  following  you  in  vain ,  I  do  refolve,  if  I  can  find  her  again ,  to 
keep  her  for  ever. 

Lyd.  Now  I  am  obliged,  and  brought  in  debt  to  his  inconftancy  Faith, now 
cannot  I  hold  out  any  longer,  I  muft  difcover  my  feif.  [ 'AJide . 

Ran.  But,  Madam,  becaufe  I  intend  to  fee  you  no  more,  I’ll  take  my  leave 

of  you  for  good  and  all  •  fince  you  will  not  fpeak  I’ll  try  if  yon  will  fqueek- - - 

[Goes  to  throw  her  down ,  Jhe  fqueeks. 

Lyd.  Mr.  Ranger ,  Mr.  Ranger - 

Fin.  Fye,  fye,  you  need  not  ravifh  Chrijlina  fure,  that  loves  you  fo. 

Ran.  Is  it  (he !  Lydia  all  this  while?  how  am  I  gull’d , and Vincent  in  the  Plot  too? 

Lyd.  Now  falfe  Ranger. 

Ran.  Now  falfe  Chrijlina  too  ^  you  thought  I  did  not  know  you  now  ,  be-1 
caufe  I  offer’d  you  fuch  an  unufual  civility. 

Lyd.  You  knew  me,  I  warrant  you  knew7  too,  that  1  was  the  Chrijlina  you 
follow’d  out  of  the  Park  laft  night*  that  I  was  thz  Chrijlina  that  writ  the  letter  too. 

Ran.  Certainly,therefore  I  wou'd  have  taken  my  revenge, you  fee,for  your  cr icksw 

Val.  Is  not  this  the  fame  Woman  that  took  refuge  in  your  Floufe  iaft  night. 
Madam  ?  [To  Chriftina. 

Chrif.  The  very  fame. 

Fal.  What,  Mr.  Ranger ,  we  have  chop’d,and  chang’d,  and  hid  our  Chrijlina’s 
fo  long,  and  often,  that  at  laft,  we  have  drawn  each  of  us  our  own  ? 

Ran.  Mr.  Valentine  in  England !  the  truth  on’t  is,  you  have  jifgled  together, 
and  drawn  without  my  knowledge  but  fince  Hie  will  have  it  fo,  fhe  fhall  wear 
me  lor  good  and  all  now.  fCorj  to  take  her  by  the  hand. 

Lyd.  Come  not  near  me. 

Ran.  Nay,  you  need  not  be  afraid,  I  wou’d  ravilh  you,  now  I  know  you. 

Lyd.  And  yet,  Leonore ,  I  think'  ’tis  but  juftice,  to  pardon  the  fault,  I  made 
him  commit  ?  ?  [Apart  to  Leonore,  Ranger  lijlens. 

Ran.  You  conlider  k  right, Coulin  ;  for  indeed, you  are  but  merciful  to. your 
felf  in  it. 

Lyd.  Yet,  iflwou’dfte  rigorous,  though  I  made  the  blot,  your  over- light 
has  loft  the  game. 

Ran.  But  ’twas.rafh  Womans  play  ,•  Coufin ,  and  ought  not  to  be  play’d 
again,  let  me  tell  you.  fDap.  to  them . 

Day.  Who’s  there  ?  who’s  there  ? 

R an.  Dayyerwit. 

Day.  Mr.  Ranger,  I  am  glad  I  have  met  with  you  *,  for  I  have  left  my  Bride- 
juft  now,  in  the  Houfe  at  Mulbery  Garden,  to  come  and  pick  up  fome  of  my 
Friends  in  the  Park  here,  to  fup  with  us. 

Ran.  Your  Bride  !  are  you  marry’d  then  ?  where  is  your  Bride  ? 


Day . 
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Dap.  Here  atnTaiber/  Garden,  I  fay,  where  you,  thefe  Ladies,  and  Gentle-' 
men,  fhall  all  be  welcome,  if  you  will  afford  me  the  honour  of  your  Company. 

Ran.  With  all  ottr  hearts ;  but  who  have  you  marry’d,  Lucy. 

Dap.  What,  do  you  think  I  wou’d  marry  a  Wench?  I  have  marry’d  an 
Keirefs  worth  thirty  thoufand  pound,  let  me  perifb. 

Vin.  An  Heirefs  worth  thirty  thoufand  pound  ! 

Dap.  Mr.  Vincent ,  your  Servant,  you  here  too  ? 

Ran.  Nay,  we  are  more  of  your  acquaintance  here  (1  think)  go  ,  we’ll  fol¬ 
low  you,  for  if  you  have  not  difmifs’d  your  Parfon,  perhaps  we  may  make  him 
more  work.  '  [  Exeunt. 

The  Scene  changes  to  the  Dining-room  ,  in  Mulberry-Gar  den-Houfe . 


Enter  Sir  Simon  Addleplot,  Gripe,  Mrs.  Martha,  Joyner,  Crofsbite,  Lucy. 
Sir  Sim.  ’Tis  as  I  told  you,  Sir,  you  fee. 

Gripe.  Oh  gracelefs  Babe,  marry’d  to  a  Wit  /  an  idle  ,  ioytering  ,  flander¬ 
ing,  foul-mouth’d,  beggarly  Wit  :  Oh  that  my  Child  Ihould  ever  live  to  mar¬ 
ry  a  Wit ! 


Joyn.  Indeed,  your  Worlhip  had  better  feen  her  fairly  buried,  as  they  fay. 

Crofs.  If  my  Daughter,  there,  fhou’d  have  done  fo  ,  I  wou’d  not  have  gi’n 
her  a  groat. 

Gripe..  Marry  a  Wit  ! 

Sir  Sim.  Mrs.  Joyner,  do  not  let  me  lofe  the  [To  Joyner. 

Widow  too  ;  for  if  you  do  ,  (betwixt  Friends )  I  and  my  fmall  annuity  are 
both  blown  up  ^  it  will  follow  my  Eftate.  [Ajide. 

Joyn.  I  warrant  you.  4  [Ajide. 

Flip.  Let  us  make  fure  of  Sir  Simon  to  night,  [To  Joyner. 

Or- — -  _  ;  [Afide. 

Joyn.  You  need  not  fear  it  ,  like  the  Lawyers ,  while  my  Clients  endeavour 
to  cheat  one  another  •  I  in  juftice  cheat  ’em  both.  [Ajide. 

Gripe.  Marry  a  Wit ! 

Enter  Dapperwit,  Ranger,  and  Lydia,  Valentine,  Chriftina,  and  Vincent. 

Dapperwit  flops  "’em ,  and  they  fland  all  behind. 

Ddp.  What  is  he  here,  Lucy  and  her  Mother  ?  Afide."} 

Gripe.  Tell  me  how  thou  cam’fl:  to  marry  a  Wit? 

Mart.  Pray  be  not  angry,  Sir,  and  I’ll  give  you  a  good  reafon. 

Gripe.  Reafon  for  marrying  a  Wit ! 

Mart.  Indeed, I  found  my  felf  fix  mouths  gone  with  Child,  and  faw  no  hopes 
of  your  getting  me  a  Husband,  or  elle  I  had  not  marryed  a  Wit,  Sir. 

Joyn.  Then  you  were  the  Wit.  [Afide. 

Gripe.  Had  you  that  reafon  ?  nay,  them -  [Holding  up  his  hands. 

Dap.  How’s  that !  ■  ~  [Afide. 

Ran.  Who  wou’d  have  thought,  Dapperwit ,  you  wou’d  have  marryed 
h  Wench?  [Afide. 

Dap.  Well, thirty  thoufand  pound  will  make  me  amends  1  have  known  my 
betters  wink,  and  fall  on  for  five  or  fix.  s  [To  Ran. 

What,  you  are  come,  Sir,  to  give  me  joy  ?  [To  Gripe  and  the  refi . 

you  Mrs.  Lucy ,  you  and  you  ?  well,  unhid  guefts  are  doubly  welcorm 


Sir 
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Sir  Simon ,  I  made  bold  to  invite  thefe  Ladies,  [ To  Sir  Simon, 

and  Gentlemen,  for  you  mull  know,  Mr.  Ranger ,  this  worthy  Sir  Simon ,  do’s 
not  only  give  me  my  Wedding-Supper,  but  my  Miftrefs  too  0  and  is  as  it  were 
my  Father. 

Sir  Sim.  Then  I  am  as  it  were  a  Grand-father  to  your  new  Wives ,  bans  en 
keldcr  ;  to  which  you  are  but  as  it  were  a  Father  •,  there’s  for  you  again.  Sir- 
ha  ha - 

Ran.  Ha,  ha,  ha -  [To  Vincent* 

Dap.  Fools  fometimes  fay  unhappy  things ,  If  we  wou’d  mind  ’em  ,  but — 
what,  Melancholy  at  your  Daughters  Wedding,  Sir  ? 

Gripe.  How  deplorable  is  my  condition  ?  [ Afide. 

Day.  Nay  ,  if  you  will  rob  me  of  my  Wench  ,  Sir  ,  can  you  blame  me  for 
robbing  you  of  your  Daughter  ?  I  cannot  be  without  a  Woman. 

Gripe.  My  Daughter,  my  Reputation  ,  and  my  Money  gone — but  the  lair  is' 
deareft  to  me  *,  yet  at  once  I  may  retrieve  that,  and  be  reveng’d  for  the  lofs  of 
the  other  ^  and  all  this  by  marrying  Lucy  here  :  I  fhall  get  my  five  hundred 
pound  again,  and  get  Heirs  to  exclude  my  Daughter ,  and  fruftrate  Dapperwit  y 
befides,’tis  agreed  on  all  hands,’tis  cheaper  keeping  aWife  than  aWench.  [Afide. 

Dap.  If  you  are  fo  melancholy,  Sir,  we  will  have  the  Fiddles  ,  and  a  Dance 
to  divert  you  y  come.  ,  - 

A  Dance. 

Gripe.  Indeed,you  have  put  me  foupon,  a  merryPin,that  I  refolve  to  marry  too. 

Flip.  Nay ,  if  my  Brother  come-  to  marrying  once  ,  I  may  too  •  I  fwore  ] 
wou’d,  when  he  did,  little  thinking - 

Sir  Sim.  I  take  you  at  your  word.  Madam. 

Flip.  Well  ,  but  if  I  had  thought  you  wou’d  have  been  fo  quick  with  me— 

Gripe.  Where  is  your  Parfon  ? 

Dap.  What,  you  wcu’d  not  revenge  your  felf  upon  the  Parfon. 

Gripe.  No,I  wou’d  have  theParfon  revenge  me  upon  you*,  he  fhon’d  marry  me. 

Dap.  I  am  glad  you  are  fo  frolick,  Sir  5  but  who  wou’d  yon  marry  ? 

Gripe.  This  innocent  Lady.  [ Pointing  to  Lucy. 

Dap.  That  innocent  Lady  ?  - 

Gripe.  Nay,  I  am  impatient,,  Mrs.  Joyner ,  pray  fetch  him  up  if  he  be  yet  in 
the  Houfe. 

Dap.  We  were  not  marry’d  here  *,  but  you  cannot  be  in  earnelt. 

Gripe.  You’ll  find  it  fo  y  fmee  you  have.  iob’d  me  of  my  Houfe- keeper,!  muff 
get  another. 

Dap.  Why  ?  floe  was  my  Wench. 

Gripe.  I’ll  make  her  honed;  then. 

Crops.  Upon  my  repute  he  never  faw  her  before;  but  will  your  Worfhip  mar¬ 
ry  my  Daughter  then  ? 

Gripe.  I  promife  her,  and  you  ,  before  all  this  good  Company  ,  to  morrow 
I  will  make  her  my  Wife. 

Dap.  How  ! 

Ran.  Our  Ladies,  Sir,  I  fuppofe,  exped  the  fame  Promife  from  us.  [To  VaL 

Tal.  They  may  be  fure  of  us  without  a  Promife  ^  btft  let  us  (if  we  qan)obtain 
theirs,  to  be  fure  of  them. 

■  Dap.  But  will  you  marry  her  to  Morrow  ? — •  —  [To  Gripe.. 

K  i'  Gnpe.. 


66  Love  in  a  Wood ;  Or, 

Gripe.  I  will  verily. 

Dap.  I  am  undone  then,  ruin’d  let  me  perifn. 

Sir  Sim.  No,  you  may  hire  a  little  room  in  Covent-Gar  den,  and  fet  up  a  Cof¬ 
fee- Houfe  •  you,  and  your  Wife,  will  be  fure  of  the  Wits  cuftom. 

Dap.  Abus’d  by  him,  I  have  abus’d  ! 

Fortune  our  Foe,  we  cannot  over-wit, 

By  none  but  thee,  our  proje&s  are  Crofs-bit. 

Val.  Come  ,  dear  Madam  ,  what  yet  angry  ?  Jealoufie  fure  is  much  more 
pardonable  before  Marriage  than  after  it  ^  but  to  morrow,  by  the  help  of  the 
Parfon,  you’ll  put  me  out  of  all  my  fears. 

Chrif.  I  am  afraid  then  you  wou’d  give  me  my  revenge,  and  make  me  jealous 
of  you  •  and  I  had  rather  fufpeft  your  Faith,  than  you  fhou'd  mine. 

Ran.  Coufin  Lydia  ,  I  had  rather  fufpect  your  Faith  too  ,  than  you  fiiou’d 
mine  •  therefore  let  us  e'en  marry  to  Morrow ,  that  I  may  have  my  turn  of 
watching,  doging,  Handing  under  the  Window  at  the  Door,  behind  the  hang¬ 
ing,  or— 

Lyd.  But  if  I  con’d  be  defperate  now,  and  give  you  up  mv  liberty  }  cou’d  you 
find  in  your  heart  to  quit  all  other  engagements,  and  voluntarily  turn  your  felf 
over  to  one  Woman,  and  Ihea  Wife  too  ?  cou’d  you  away  with  the  infupportable 
bondage  of  Matrimony  ? ' 

Ran.  You  talk  of  Matrimony  as  irreverently,  as  my  Lady  Flippant '!  the  bon¬ 
dage  of  Matrimony,  no — • 

The  end  of  Marriage,  novo  is  liberty , 

And  two  are  bound — to  fet  each  other  free. 

EPILOGUE  Spoken  by  Dapperwit . 

NO  W  my  Brisk  Brother  of  the  Pit ,  you'll  fay, 

I'm  come  to  fpeak  a  good  word  for  the  Play  v 

But  (  Gallants )  let  me  peri/Jj ,  if  Ido, 

For  I  have  Wit,  and  judgment,  juft  like  you  -, 

Wit  never  partial,  judgment  free  and  bold. 

For  fear  or  friend] hip  never  bought  or  fold. 

Nor  by  good  Nature  to  be  Cajol'd. 

Good  Nature  in  a  Critick  were  a  crime. 

Like  mercy  in  a  Judge ,  and  renders  him 
Guilty  of  all  thofe  faults,  he  do's  forgive  : 

Befides,  if  Thief  from  Gallows  you  reprieve , 

He'll  cut  your  Throat  ?  fo  Poet  fav'dfrom  jhatne. 

In  damn’d  Lampoon,  will  murder  your  good  name » 

Yet  in  true  fpight  to  him,  and  to  his  Play , 

(Good  faith )  you /hon'd  not  ray  l  at  'em  to  day  j 
But  to  be  more  his  Foe,  feem  moft  his  Friend, 

And  fo  malicioujly,  the  Play  commend. 

That  he  may  be  betray'd  to  Writing  on. 

And  Tact  let  him  be,  to  be  undone. 

finis i 


